Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 




600077044S 



.l-.«J»LLU 



1 



r 



\ 






> 




*^4, 



# 



V 






f^ 



'■vk 



*1 




'iJ-iii&:N "ij^ifiiapiisda^ '&Si^^ oy iliiJSiAiMX). 



THE 

EMERALD ISLE: 

« 

a Poem. * 

BY CHARLES PHILLIPS, ESQ. 

OF DUBLIN, 

BARRISTOR AT LAW, 

Author of the Life of J, P. Curran, Esq, Consolations of Erin^ Speeches 
at the Irish Bar, Loves of Celestine and St, Hubert, Sfc. 



*i- 



DEDICATED, BY PERMISSION, TO 

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCE REGENT. 



EMBELLISHED WITH A 

PORTRAIT OF BRIAN KING OF IRELAND. 



** Finibns occiduis describitnr optima teUus» 
Nomine ct antiquia Scotia scripta libris. 
Insula, dives opum, gemmarum, vcstis et auri, 
Commoda corporibus, aere, sole, tolo, — 
Melle flait pulchris et lacteis Scotia caml)>is, 
Vestibus atque amis, frugibus, arte, viris, 
Urionim rabies nulla est ibi— seva leonum 
Semlna, nee unquam ScoticA terr& tulit* 
Nulla venena nocent, nee serpens serpit in herbA, 
Nee conqoesta canit garrula rana lacu 1 
In qB& Scotomm gentes habitare merentur, 
Inclyta gens hominum, milite, pace, fide.'* 

nONATUS. 



SIXTH EDITION. 




LONDON : 

PRINTED FOR !• J. STOCKDALB, 41, PALL MALL. 

■ 

1818. . ^ 



f^^ 




Printed by Cox and BayUSf Omt Qptn tCiteC,. 
Lincoln** Ina«Flddi« 



TO 



HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 

THE PRINCE REGENT, 



IRELAND'S HOPE, 



AND 



ENGLAND'S ORNAMENT; 



THE F0LL09FIN0 POEM 



», 



WITH HIS AUTUORITYy 



GRATEFULLY INSCRIBED. 



Sligo, Ireland^ 
22dApHl, 1812. 



NOTICE TO THE FIFTH EDITION, 



9S9SBSB 



A fifth edition of the following poem having been called for 
by the public^ the liberal offers of its publisher have induced me 
to enlarge it by very considerable additions. Incessantly occupied 
by the avocations of professional life, I have not been able to 
devote, to any part of the poem, the attention which I wished, 
and I have therefore to claim indulgence for many inaccuracies, 
which, perhaps, more leisure might have enabled me to have 
corrected. To the nwnerous criticisms by which I have been as- 
sailed, I am very little indebted for any opportunity of improve- 
ment. They have almost altogether merged the literary, in the 
political consideration of the work, and pursued me with an 
asperity which but too manifestly marked a determination to 
censure, rather than to criticise. As a proof of this I refer the 
reader to a work called the Quarterly Review, combining per- 
haps more profligacy of principle, and more poverty of intellect 
than ever disgraced any press in any other country. The article 
wiih which they have honoured me, I point out with a conscious 
exuUation, both to my friends and to my enemies ; the former 
indeed have good reason to rejoice if this be all which the most 
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slavish and ihe most nudignoMi of the latter can object to me. 
For myself, I shall onbf say, that it shall he my cooMtamt study 
rigidly to observe that Une of conduct, which has given me the 
honourable distinction of the enmiiy rfihe Quarterly Remewers! 

December 22, 1817, 
99, Grafton Street, Dobliii. 
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PREFACE. 



A BRixp outline of the following Poem was some time since 
presented to the Public under the title of " The Consolations 
of Erin." The reception of my rude and unfinished Sketch 
so far surpassed my most sanguine expectations, that^ were 
it only out of gratitude^ I could do no less than endeavour 
to repay, as far as labour could repay, the loan iHth which 
r had been so prematurely honoured. Conscious, however, 
of many errors^ and naturally fearful of more^ the only apo- 
logy which I can offer, is, the purity of my motive. 

When I first embarked for England in the pursuit of my 
professional studies^ my most poignaht emotions were, as 
might be expected, love for my native land, and regret at 
leaving it ; but, the necessity of a separation, and the pros- 
pect of return, gradually subdued the ^jgGe of feeling, and 
the first sight of England effaced, forme moment^ every 
rival impression* With mute and wondering contemplation, 
I saw her rise before me in the solitude of the Ocean— the 
Hermitage of the Good, the Wise and the Free— the Temple 
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trherie MiLton worshipped— Shakspeare sang, and Cha- 
tHAM slept — where Piety fled for her last earthly refuge, 
andr Freedom hailed, her insulated sqnctvary ! 

Little was it to be wondered at' that a youthful mind, thus 
contemplating her abstract splendour, should have expected, 
perht^s extravag^antly, an indiridual deformity. . But, alas, 
w^a|t was my astonishment to find amongst those ^^loxiA^ ^ 
<^,hum^uikind,'' a prejudice against my native land,, predp* 
roip^t above every pther feeling-r-inreterate a9 jgnoran^c^ 
could generate^ and monstrous as credulity could feed! 
" W^ there an abs^rdity uttered-H-4t was Irish / was th^^! ^ 
c^me committed— it was Irish! was there a freak a^wliiich 
folly would bli^h-r^a frolic wbiph Jcyity would djfi^n^g 
cruelty at which barbarism would shudder — none could 
hatch )or harbour them but an Irishman! Ireland wa$ fhe 
IlibaLd's jest andthe Miser's prpfit-*^ the Painter sold her 
in caricature, the Ballad-singer chajanted her in burle)Bque,i 
and the pliant Senator eked out his stupid hour with* thp 
plagiarism of her.s^der ! In the very^ seat of .^gislafiion 
is was deliberately^BSserted that Ireland wa;s <^ a burthen " 
op, thQ empire] The judicious apothegm remains UJ^i 
record, a solitary memorial of its author's eloqvieiu?^ .Md 
most 4^ar«cterist«:,8fecimeQ c^ his p^tical sagacijty.:. .Ta 



those who could eith^ ujtter 09? patiently hear ^Micf^ra^ ahliiifr 
dily, IE a44ttee «o ai^uraen^.— their ignorance , i« too pcejo'' 
^ced' to be taught^ and their prejudice ioo co^temptit>le 19 
be combated': but, to the liberal and. the thinkings is ofieredt 
in the following pages, an imperfect sumnwy of Ireland^ 
benefactions, not only to England, but to the world—- bene- 
iactions, of deep interest to the nation which received, 
and of .pennanent glpry to the nation which bestowed them* 

* - 

fllated as my spirit must naturally be at the recital of my 
country's miyrito, it is, nevertheless, bowi^d down with th« 
consciousness of personal misurepresentation. Such is th^ 
unhappy state of Ireland, that Party brands the name of 
Patriotism, and a love for the land is deemed an enmity to 
the Government ! Our very Virtues are sicklied with the 
hue of Suspicion — our Liberality is Rebellion— our Candour^ 
Craft— our Piety, Polemicks ! Whether it be by foreign 
gold or by native misfortune, there is generated within our 
soil a Monster, more watchful and more venemous than the 
yipers which shun us ; — awed by no virtue, subdued by no 
kindness and crushed by no correction, it strengthens with 
our weaknesa and feeds on our famine ; - like the poMon- 
tree of Java * spreading his verdant branches to the sky^ 

• See << Sketdies, Gvil and Military, of the Island of Java.— Second 
" Edition." 
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while it blasts and withers the soil wliich gave it birth. 
The Monster is Disunion. While that Hydra lives, Ire- 
land cannot prosper ; but let us once banish it the land, and 
we shall then see who dare refuse us a just right or offer an 
unexpiated insult. 

For myself, / here most solemnly abjure all party spirit 
vohatsoever — ^I merge the Partisan in the Irishman — ^the Sec- 
tarian in the Christian — the Romanist in the Man. I look 
upon my country as a Parent, and on her natives as Brethren; 
and, with that filial and fraternal spirit, I ofier them the 
effusions of an heart which throbs but for their welfare. 
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JliBiN, dear by every tie 
Which binds us to our infancy ; 
By weeping memory's fondest claims. 
By nature's holiest, highest names, 

By the sweet, potent, spell that twines 
The exile's secret heart around, 
By woe and distance faster bound, 

When, for his native soil he pines. 
As, wafted o^er the clouded deep. 

And, shuddering at the tempest's roar, 
He thinks how sweet its waters sleep < 

Upon thy lone and lovely shore : 
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Bjf^the indignant patriot's tear, 
Ob, even by misfortune dear. 



Erin, from thy living tomb 
Arise*^the hour of hope is come. 
Think on what thou once hast been, 
Think on many a glorious scene 
Which graced thy hills and vallies green ; 
Think on MaIiAchi the brave; 
Look on Baian's verdant grave- 
Brian — ^the glory and grace of his age; 

Brian — the shield of the Emerald Isl6 ; 
The lion incensed was a lamb to his rage, 

The dove was an eagle comparM to his smile ! 
Tribute on enemies, hater of war, 

Wide-flaming swore} of the warrior thrmig, 
Liberty's beacon, religion's bright star. 

Soul of the Seneacha, << Light of the Song*" 
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The sun has grown old since Clontarf's bloody wave^ 
Saw thee sleep the sweet sleep of the patriot brave ; 
But thy glory still infantine b^anis from on high, 
The light of our soil aq^ the sun of our sky ; 
And^ centuries hence, Time shall see that sweet light, 
Unheeding his envy, still youthful and bright ! 

Qh ! had I the power, holy scoiurge of the Da^e^ t 
To waken the glories that circled thy reign, 

The captive would triumph, the tyrant should die i 
Tet alas, to the angels above 'tis but given, 
WhQe chaunting the vesper of heroes at even, 
To pause, at thy name^^ 'mid the music of heaven, 

And shed the mute tear on thy memory ! 
Ob, there were days in the Isla|(P of Saints, 

No bard could dare to sing- 
Holy deeds, which, the pen that paints. 

Must come from an angel's wing I 
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It is not now for an impious time 

The hsillawed tale to tell^ 
Of sacred lore and song sublime 
And learning, spread through many a clime, 

By the tongue of Columbkille ! 



It is not now for a downward age, 
Or the feeble hand that writes, 
To dim, with his degenerate page. 
The wisdom meek, and martial rage^ 
Of Conn of the hundred fights ! 



It is not now for the spiritless song 
Or the tame and tuneless lyre^ 

To tell of the wondering crowds that hung 

On the hero hand and poet tongue 
Of CoEM AC— heart of fire ! 

The days are gone, and the bards are dead^ 
Th£t well could tell the tale^ 




THB EMERALD I8LS. SI 

Like the flower of the valley they flourished, and fled 
Like the song of the mountain gale* 



Where now the passing stranger sees 

Some orphan tree, 
Sighing, in the desert breeze, 

So piteously — 
There, once, the holy Druid prayed, 

Amid his stately grove. 
Or sweetly breathed the myrtle shade, 
As courtly knight and lady sirayed, 
In ecstacy of love. 



It is not for the earthly soul 

These hallow'd sights to see, 
Bat, bursting from its sable shrouds, 
Uke lightning from the midnight douds, 
The buried age will rise and roll 
Before the child of poesy. 
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Arise, arise^ thou vision brig^ht ! 
Arise and glorify my siglit ! 
Pour down thy radiance from on high, 
Glance but upon mine youthful eye, 
One glimpse of Erin's faded majesty I 
Rise, visions of our golden age ! 
And flash your glories on my page f 
Rise, ancient heroes of our isle ! 

And cheer your country with a ismile t 

» 
Rise, shades of the departed years ! 

Rise, sages, bards, sf&d ho^f seers ! 



Usher, Swiet and Farquhar come 

From your star-encircled home ! — 

See, see, the vision passing by, 

See^ how it glows iclong the^ky, *' 

A grand, eternal galaxy! '* 

Poc^ Erin, though surk'dundllig'xJi^ht, ' 

Sfay make that galaxy more t>ri^lit. 
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Still hast thou hope some happy star 

Will lead in morning's lucid car ; 

For, even in this moment drear, 

Such splendid prodigies appear, 

That one must think their heavenly ray 

The promise of returning day.-— 

See thy laurel-circled son 

Leading crimson conquest on— 

See how India comes from fitr, 

And looks on Lusitania's war— - 

See how she waves her banner prond, 

And claps her hands and cries aloud, 

^^ Yield, Europe, half his fame to me ! , 

^^ I nursed the child of victorv ! " — 



Happy chief! upop whose head 
Contending climes their honours shed ! 

b4 
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Happy chief! whose sword has won 

A title, nobler than a throne, 

The kation-saVing Wellington ! 



And does not he — oh ! write the name 
In characters of living flame- 
Dees not Sheridan refuse 
The gift of every stranger-muse,' 
Bringing, with filial love, to tttee. 
The glories of his poverty? 
Still shewing others wisdoni^s Way, 
Still led himself, by wit, astray ; 
Of contradictions so combin'd, / 
With views so brilliant, yiet so blind, 
That, in him, error looks like truth, 
Folly is reason, age is youth. ^ 



Immortal man! designed to be 
The country* s cfwn epUame / 
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When thy keen flashes set no more 
The midnight table in a roar, 
Sages and wits alike shall come 
To heap their garlands on thy tomb, 
And every weeping muse, in turn, 
Clasp, in her arms, her favVite's urn ! 
E'en from that urn shall rise relief. 
Glory will so illumine grief. 
Thus, when the radiant orb of day 
Sheds on the world its parting ray. 
The lustre all creation cheers. 
And orphan nature smiles in tears. 



Nor, 6b ATT AN, may'st thou stand aside 
When Erin counts her cause of pride ! 
Thou, thou who, in her darkest night, 
Rose like a meteor on her sights 
When a natroe traitor* s blow • 
Laid thy lovely Erin low. 



r 
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Oh ! round that last ill-oraen'd field, 
Where her high heart was forced to yield, 
When, in its wrath, the midnight cloud 
RoU'd its thunder-]aden shroud. 
Burning through storm and cloud, thj beam 
Shot, on her eye, a loftier gleam : 
CheerM her sunk heart, and bid her feel 
That virtue might be conqueror still. 
E'en, when the remnant of the fight, 
Her warriors, scorning chains or flight, 
Though dim their spear and cleft their shield, 
Hung on the limits of the field ; 
They watched^ upon the cloud a&r. 
The radiance of thy guiding star ; 
Radiance so grand, so pure, 'twas given 
To brighten earth and show them heaven-— 
That heaven, Kibwan, which sent thee 
On earth to shew its purity ; 
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But which, enamourM of thy tongue, 
Refused the blessing to ud long ; 
And virtue now holds out to men 
The hope of hearing thee again. 
Apostle ! worthy of thy God ! 
liike him, a thorny path you trod, 
Shedding thine high and holy grace 
Upon a worthless, thankless race ! 
Blush, mitred dulness ! blush with shame. 
At Kir WAN's great, neglected name. 



But who is here with olive crowned. 
With Echo listening for a sound, 
And all the passions bending round ? 
Ecstatic mirth and stern despair 
Owning alike their master' tHerei 
Whose is the wonder-working wand 
That conjures up the shadowy band — 
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Bids sorrow, shame and rapture start 
From the recesses of the heart; 
Calls the quick tear to Joy's blue eye, 
Alternate wakes the smile and sigh, 
And reigns, with sweet and proud contjroul, 
Unrivall'd sovereign of the soul i 
CuBRAN, now I know thee well, . 
1 know thee by thy potent spell : 
But hence without applause from me ; 
I may not worship witchery. — 



Yet sure, if aught of magic art. 
With secret sway enslaves the heart, 
'Tis when lovely woman's smile 
Resistless wings the fatal wile : 
. Ah ! vain the hope, the effort vain 
To 'scape the soft and silken chain ; 
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Nor can the captive muse repine 
A willing slave at Edge worth's shrine. 
Edgeworth ! a parent's and a nation's pride ! 
Virtue's chaste guardian, Erin's virgin guide ! 
Star of thy sex ! round whom, on airy wing, 
Each grace meanders and the muses sing, 
Wisdom expands, wit's varied vision plays. 
Genius careers, while eagle fiincy strays, 
Prometheus like, in envy 'mid the blaze ! 



Yes, if this earth can yield a ray divine. 

And Heaven's pure sun, with human shade, combine, 

'Tis when, enshrin'd within a female form, 

Genius and virtue bear the blended charm ; 

They soften life, ameliorate their sphere, 

In joy adorn, and in misfortune cheer. 

Beam round our orb anticipated bliss. 

And half unfold a future state in this : 
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Happy the bard such union to reveal, 
But happier thou, fair Owensok, to feel ! 

Hail, Justice ! maid austere but mild, 
Hail to thy pure and patriot child ! 
Oh ! vain would be the poet's lay, 
And foint and feeble memory's raj, 
And cold thy country's heart must be. 
When she forgets her Ponsonbt ! 
While modest worth and manly mind, 
With honor's spotless soul combin'd. 
While wisdom meek and honest zeal. 
The hand to act, the heart to feel. 
Claim, from this land, a tribute free, 
She'll not forget her Ponsonbt ! 



But see who comes with careless measure, 
Looking bliss and breathing pleasure^ 



> 
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Led along by Beautj^'s choir, 

With heart of feather, tongue of fire, 

A Cupid carrying his lyre ! 

'Tis he, the bard of voice divine. 

Sweet melodist of love and wine ; 

He on whom monks and minions rail, 

The Muse's little nightingale: 

He round whose cradle, ev'ry rival muse 

Pour'd the rich perfume of Castalian dews, 

While Freedom, bending o'er her laurelled boy. 

Bade Venus weave his wreath and wept with joy :— ^ 

Yes, Ebin, 'tis thy patriot son. 

Thy simple, sweet ANACjasON ! 



Moore, though around thy laurell'd keod. 

No splendid ray can shine, 
Save that which heaven's own light will died 

On such a brow as thine-<- 
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Yet, when you die, 
Genius will grieve upon thy tomb, 
Freedom lament thy early doom, 
And firesh, in Erin's fond heart, bloom 

The verdure of thy memory ! 
Thy dirge shall be the loTer^s sigh ; 

Thy monument, the myrtle tree ; 
While widowed Nature, weeping nigh^ 

Siall close her poet's obsequy. 
Nor diall one tear less sacred &11 

Upon the grave of worth. 
Because unblazon'd is its pall. 

And titleless its birth — 
Away, away, the herald's scorn. 
Full many a noUe heart was humbly bom ! 
'Mid the heath of the valley the violet blows ; 
Through the sands of the desert the fountain spring flows; 
And e'en on the briar>bush blossoms the rose. 

With the breath and the beauty of morn. 
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Oh, could he, from his cradle to his grave, 
Writhe through life's agouy, a heart curs'd slave ! 
Could he> defying shame, despising truth, 
With ev'ry vice of age defile his youth, 
Could he renounce the path his fathers trod, 
Barter the Gospel, and despoil his Grod, 
He still might sink to infamy and state. 
Branded with rank amongst the modem great ! 
But, kneel to heaven, with thy country, Moobb, 
And bless the virtues that have made thee poor ; 
Virtues, that loathe the honours of an age 
When want of crime is want of patropage. 
In better times, if e'er a better fate 
Shall raise that country to her ancient state, 
When, with a throbbing heart, she shall survey 
The friends and glories of her wintry day. 
Genius shall pause before her patriot's tomb. 
And, in their blended tears, thy laurels Uoom*— 
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Unfruitful laurels ! ever doomed to wave, 

A green, but jojlese, foliage, o'er the grave.-— 

Who but with Moore would woo thy sacred shade, 

Culling the chaplet fated ne'er to fade, 

Rather than glitter midst a shameless band, 

Rich in the ruin of their native land. 

Take the lyre, thou Child of Song ! 

But keep it. not from Cdpid long ; 

Yet can- the God of Love refuse 

A moment of his daiiing Mase, 

To celebrate a land whidi pays 

To him such pure and pious praise ; 

To celebrate, in deathless stiiiin. 

Its honor, wkfaout srpot or stain. 

Its spirit brave, its social g)ee, . 

Its heart-felt hospitality— 

Its fire and mirth and martial Aune, 

Concentered all in Moira's name? 
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Yes ! if in human hearts there be 
A symbol of the Deity^ 
A feeling of celestial birth, 
Which raises man above the earih, 
Ennobles life and death defies, 
And wings our spirit for the skies, 
Moj^A, 'tis that which gives to thee 
The patriot's immortality — 
It lends thy star a ray more bright, 
Sheds on thy name a purer light, 
And gives thee, more than wit or birth. 
The meed of honesty and wortii. 
In faith it glads my hfiart to say. 
That even in thy winter day, , 
There is a patriot pure and free. 
To think, poor Erin, upon thee — 
To sweep, with ang^ hand, aside 
The lures of luxury and pride; 

c 2 



S6 THE EMERALD ISLE* 



^^N^^t^N^^ ^^^^f^^^^h^^^^h^^l^^^^^^h^^^^t^m 



And, great in all the world can give, 
Alone for thee contented live. 
Yet, Erin, few there surely are^ 
And, oh, be these from memory fiir, 
Who do not love to think on thee 
And the pure joys of infancy ! 
No matter where the exile goes, 
O'er sultry sands or Alpine snows, 
Or where no mortal foot before 
Had dared the desert to explore ; 
Where wild tornadoes pour their wrath, 
Or serpents hiss along his path : 
At night, when wearied and alone, 
He rests upon the shapeless stone^ 
E'en o'er that broken hour of sleep 
Delicious thoughts of home will sweep, 
And his hush'd spirit give a tear 
To all that charm'd and sooth'd it tbeie ; 
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The hazet wood, the village green, 
Of his rude.bojish Hporta the scene — 
The woodbine, bower, the hawthorn glade, 
Where first he met his mountain maid ; 
With all the loves of that, sweet soil 
Where friendship gave a charm to toil, 
And mirth lent poverty a'^mile. 



Oh sweet Killabhbt, who that e'er '. 

Adored thy sylvan scene, 
When russet autdmh's morning tear 
Impearls thy hills of green, •. > 
Can bid thfy memopy depart, 
Or tear its worship from his he&rt 
Though oceans intervene ? 
Oil ! can he &rget.the^' and e?er he forgiven, . 
Who has seen thee allgcniin'd with the glories of heaven, 
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When the red sun is rising o'er Mangi^oB M<niiit^ 

When the diamonds are flaming in MangerlM'foMit^ 

When the loneljr cone of Mucr&ss spir^ 

Glitters — a pyramid of living fire^^ 

And lovely Innis, foll^ isle. 

Its varied beauties just awake^ 

Shews, basking in the morning's smile^ 

Its glorious image in the lake ? — 

When there is not b'er ds9 ample Ay ^ 

A cloud to tinge its orient hue^ 

When there is not e'en a zephyr's sigfa^ 

To rob the rosebud's trembling dew, 

Or wake the sweet sleep of die wi^rs blM \ 
KiLLARNEir ! at creation's Imrth, 
Thy garden of delight wt» gii"^^ 
To cheer tiie way-wokn child of eartk 
With thy anticipated beaten! 



T * . 
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Eden's fidiwti wiUost flowers, 

: BMatlie araund tb' Arabian sij 
Every bird of Eden'0 bowers 
Thrills tbe rival melpdy — 
Wbalher each Uttle lai^^^og isle 
Gatdies the wanton- autnmer 9011)0, . 
Ov the rude sqpirit of .the storm 
Roars round eacji giant ni(Muitaio fytrm^ 
Th^ ehangaftil oUmate find^ in the$^ . 
Only a varied harniouy ! 



. 



m 



Oh*^wbat a jright it is to see 
KiLLARNBY'a jnural iMgeantry^ 
When the wild note of tbetwoodhunter's hora 
Awakes the hill spirit to worship the morn, 

4l 
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While the fays of the glen and the sprites of • the fointain 
Affright the red deer in his flight o^er the mouatain ! — 

Oh — what a sight it is to see . * '^ 

Killarney's naval pageantry^— 
When the snow white sail ill the sunbeam isstitBanlitDg, 
When the pennon of green o'er 4he billow is beatniiig, 
When the barks, with their biirtfaens of beau1gr;Sind6ongy 
Bound o'er the silVety sarges along, 
While the firmannfltit's bhidi giyetf'the watecji&»gl6w, 
As if anxious to share in th^ tpagie below ! 
The eye that beheld, from the summits afiur, 
All the blaze of that scene, to the vision thus given. 
Would fancy each barge were an animate star. 
And the billows that bore them a miniature fieaveii ! 

'Tis all as by enchantment wrought, . 

Above-r^-ai^und — ^below'-n 

The mind, by inspiration caiight. 

Flies to its God, nor wastes a thought 
Upon our world of woe. 
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Oft haTCkl seeD^ in ][iride of soog^ 
Tbe WKWtli pageant move aloiqf, 
the hunters of tihedeer. 
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Propt upon their/beechen spear, 
The cfaieftaiBB of the iaHey rouAdi 
Each with the gceen arbutus cronmedr^ . i 
The minstrel band-«^the mramtain traiBM^ ^^ 
The peasants of the peacefiil; plain, ' 
Endurdm^. many an island gloiy, 
Tbe wond'rous thane of rustic story, 
Where wizard stream a»fc woodland ft^ 
Oft turn*the winter night to day^ 
And ev'iy fiincied flow'ret'd bell 



Is but, m ttuth^ aiaiiy'ig cell !*^ 
Nor, . marvel fhon, suclii inagic tale 
O'er rustic reasraishoiild preFail^; . 
For nature, in heriHldest mood. 
So pranL'd that watery solitude 



i' 
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With every shape to chana the ej^ 
AvkA every souDd to soothe the ear^. ! : /i 
Philosophy.mighA pame to hear . . ^ 

The spirits of another sphere^ i\ 

Nor ever dream its duket isigk! / . 
Beloiig'd to tiiis world's ishistrekgr ! 
Glorioiis Glenal hoir<9aii I e'er 
^ Forget the day to friendship d€ii^5 > ; > 
When first I h^ard the horp awaJBe'' i 
Th' etherial echoes of thy lake, 
White iairy bow^rand wizard brake,; . 
From evei^ viewless cavern'd rill, . . 
PeaPd suchia fiweet, respcoisive strais; 
To the rudeiminstreratnioipei thvil), .. 
That H<^ herself iwofuld;d6em it vain < v . 
To wish such mdody again ! . 
Scarce had "the angel diorus die^ 
^For surely to such tongUes 'tis given, 
To chaunt the choral hymns of heaven) 



ji 
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When the mute, rocky, mountain side^ 
In rival minstrelsy replied, 
And every russet woodland cdl, 
And sylvan stream, and silent dell. 
With such enchanting music rung, . .j) 
It seemM as ev*ry leaf around r-J 

Sprung into extasy of sound, '>i ^ 

And ev'ry flinty rock had found 
More dian an AngeFs Idngoe ! 






Let sage philosophy explain 
The secret wonders of the stimn. 

That charms ^he rustle ear ; 
Whether it be but fitm^- s dmrn^ 
Or the wild spirit of the stream, . 

Or some melodicniiB wahdeimg sfdbeen^ 
Or piniag Bdio's love ock 8igh^< 
Or the swan's anthetn. ere ixb dfe^ 



• I 
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Or aBgel music in the sky, 

It is a wonderous song to hear ! 



. 1 



Oft, midethe lovely, moonlightscen'e, ' ' 
When wood, and hill, and islet green, 

Sleep in th^t moonlight ray. 
The peasant pilots, 3^s they^steer,. / i' 
To wife, andrhearth, 'and childr^i 4^1^ ' 

Amid the sparkling spray. 
Will linger on their homeward way, 
List'ning .that lone, deligfatfal, lay! 
Their &ith forbids^ it e'er should be 'V 
This earth ceuld hold such harmony, )-V- 
And deems the tmes.that float along^ ' 
With such melodious soul, of song, - > 
Are the sweet strains that angels sing, ; : 
Waving aloft the viewless wing, 
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As through the fields of light they rove 

In ceaseless extasy of love :*— 

Or, 'tis th' etherial choral hymn. 
The welcome of the brave, 

Or their aerial requiem, 
O'er love's untimely grave : — 

Or, oft they say, it is the sigh 

Of thy sad spirit, Liberty > 
When some young victim breathes away his bloom, 
A primrose offering on thy wintry tomb ! 

But 'tis not meet, with curious eye. 

To scan the woodland witchery ; 

For very oft lure plainly seen 

The little gentry of the green, 

Wheeling their fen^stic flight 

Around Glena's enchanted height^ 

Or dancing o'er the silvery spray, 

f 

To their own magic roundelay. 
Amid the <^ pale moonlight : " 
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And ke must be a loreless wight, 

Who does aot know, foil well. 
The mysteries of sach a sight 

He may not safely tell.-— 
The Gbntby are a jealous race ; 
And few, that have a touch of grace. 
For Sabbath suit, or tenants' treasure, - 
' Would fain incur their high displeasure. 
Where is die foc^ woidd wish to fide 
Upon a thistle stalk astride, 

For ever and fbr ever ? 
Or pine, witlnn the dungeon cell, 
Of the cunning fly flower'$ bdB, 

Where frieads could find him never ? 



* # '^ « # # ^ 

Children of Mtam'i sacred be, 
Thy simple, safe, credulity 1 . 
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Nor let the lore-learned sons of pride 
Their rude Binplicity deride ; 
For wisdom, in her wisest mood, 
Might scrutinize that solitude. 
And fancy, in her happiest dream, 
Beside the Muses' haunted stream, 
Might sweep, with music-waking wing, 
The sweetest, wildest, saddest string, 
WooM by the amcnroay breath of spring, 
Nor hear the plaintire heaven of sound, 
Kii^iiARNEr's tongndiess mountains breathe around ! 



Dear natif e land, though distant now. 
The days, whea e'er thy mountain's brow. 
With footstep l^ht aad qpurit gay, 
I brush'd the morning dew away. 
Or paused to mark the rural grave 
Where sleep the ashes of the brave — 
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Still ever dear shall be the scene, 
Though savage oceans roll between ; 
Still shalt thou be mj midnight dream. 
Thy glory still my waking Aeme ; 
And ev'ry thought and wish of mine, 
Unconquer'd Erin, shall be thine! 



Who but has felt, - by fate impelled to roam, 
The holy spell that binds thei heart to home ! 
Who but, at iimesj has tum'd a tearful eye 
To the dear, sainted spot of infanqr I 
There is a sweet enchantment in the sound, 
That fills the soul, and sheds a balm around, 
Conjures to view, life's lovely, orient form, 
When even sorrow's cloud assumed a charm, 
And youth on memory's lip impress'd the kis» 
Of all its innocence, and all its bliss. 
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Dear to the soul is every meteor ray, 

That lights the landscape of that vernal day, 

And bright the vision now, which, while it play'd. 

Too happy childhood saw involved in shade — 

The playground scene-^the field of young renown — 

The desk, made awful by the master's firown — 

The truant scl^eme— the airy dreams of life — 

The Sunday gi^uideur, and the schoolboy strife. 

Recall tp memory's heart the charmed hours, 

l¥lien, led by Fancy through her fairy bowers, 

Youth play'd in sunbeams and reposed on flowers ! 

These, as in other lands the exile strays, 

Win oft recall the scene of happier days. 

And in their vision every care forgot, 

Bind his sad heart to the associate spot. 



A nobler people than our island race 
Old Ocean holds not in his vast embrace : 
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Unskilled in forms and litirefin'd by art^ , 
Their virtues'ruih abruptly from ibe'heart ; 
Virtues wluch decorate tMeir hmhble lot, 
And breath a blessing o'er the strawbuilt cot ! 
Ill omen'd cot ! Where wretchedness And leant 
Hold their sad state and rear their wrinkled front, 
Yet crownM with joys, which luxiiiry in vain 
Seeks in flie fblliefs of fif^r pamper^d^ train. 
There nutbroMii' labour smiooiiids t6e bed df stfiw. 
Health glfl:ds tlie VdbMj and naiurei giv^ the Mw ; 
Light-hearted laughter hails the ready jest, 
And honest welcomes cheer the stranger guest. 



Oh! surely here, byiieaVchi's o(^*'hahd desigliied, 

Here may be found the elefMe^tal'i^^^: 

Th' immortal spark, that shooting from the skies 

Into man's heart, or dumns or deifies. 

See where, with sighs, reciiinbent on the tioil, 

Yon naked peasant steals ite hour from toil, 
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While the wild fury of the winter, storm, 
Familiar grown, but steels his manly form : 
See on that brow, in characters divine. 
How nature's noblest, grandest, featm^efi shine : 
See in that eye the pure Promethean flame, 
Celestial as the heaven whence it came : 
See, in the lieiivingsof thatsf^tless breqist. 
The swelling grande|uu^of ijts godlike guest : 
By nature formed upon* her n^bleif t plan. 
See that majestM: m^el of a lo^ ! 
Is it his fault, je ^^ lords of human kind,'' 
That brutish ignoralice benumbs his mind ? 
Is it his fault, apostles ^f the grave, 
That superstition brands hlfn for her slave I 
Is it his fitidt, ye pilJLars of the state. 
Ye, whom his toils ^x^ii€( rich, his tributes great. 
That, while untutor'd refison drops the rein. 
Dupe of the yile, thie vicioW) and the vain, 
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Wielded at will, by prejudice or spleen, 
He moves submissive on«— a mere machine? 
Oh ! blasted ever be the barbarous code 
That virriogs him from his reason and his God, 
And from the living altar tears a brand 
To shame religion and consume the land ! 
Nature's own children ! who that e'er has seen 
Thy Sabbath-groupings o'er the festive green, 
Where innocence arranged her village court, 
And sires and matrons mingled in the sport ; 
Who that has seen thee in the battle-day, 
When war's hoarse clarion roused his dire array, 
Pouring thy mountain-torrent, swift and strong, 
Where death career'd and ruin roU'd along. 
But wept in heart, to think that warrior band 
Triumph'd for all, except its ndtHie land? 
Ah ! vain to thee, poor land, the varied fame 
Thy splendid exiles pour around thy name : 
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Vain the triumphal arch, the trophied car, 
The wreaths of peace and crimson wrecks of war. 
No, not for thee they thunder o'er the main, 
Tame the wild wave, or rule the battle plain ; 
No, not for thee they weave the magic song, 
Or lead the arts, in willing chains along : 
Their holy toils enrich some distant land, 
And foreign welcomes bless the banish'd band ! 



Sweet land ! around thy shores of purest green 
The lingering Syrens hail their island queen. 
While the rude spirit of the wintry air 
Smiles o'er the wave, to woo thy image there. 
How oft, when glorious morning's rosy beam 
Gemm'd with its infant kiss thy mountain stream. 
Have I beheld thee, from the breezy height, 
Unveil such beauties to the blessed light, 
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That while the viewless sera|>1ils of the dky 
Woke their wild matin to the Deity, 
Fancy might worship a celestial toiofe, 
And kneel before the ptcttired [i^ihfitdi^ ! 
Who, that has seeii thy grand romfantie hills 
Rolling through vales of gold their Virgin rills, 
Thy varied charms, thy evet verdant fields, 
Where Ceres^ hsdf tinsoughi. Her hdtvedt yields 
Where the safe shepherd ev'ry foe defies, 
And the coiVd vipeir drobpis hid ei^est ahd dies ? 
Who, that has heai'd the imusic of thy brakes. 
Or seen thy little inland ocean-lakes, 
Where countless diamond-islets sweetly shine. 
Set in the crystal wave by hands diVihe, 
But would desii'e to share his joys with thee, 
Or lose his woe in thy society ? 



And are there some, alas ! for whom, in vain. 
Nature thus spreads the riches of her reign ? 



% 
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Some, who behold this native paradke. 
But as a vile purveyor to their vice, 
DestinM to feed the ever-qraving hand 
In its profusion to a iGoreign land ? 



Who can retrieve a cpyntrj's ruin'd state. 
If her own children leave h^ to her fate i 
I^ while hei? drooping §01^9 require support, 
Thoir proper patrpQ9 se^ a fereigip ^urt ? 
Neglected land ! how pfke|i ^ye T^ seen 
Thb human cargo leave thy hills of green, 
WUle many a group, assembled on the s^iore. 
Wept o'er the friends they could behold no more, 
£re the proud bark, with streamers sadly gay, 
Bore them for ever o'er the Vf atery way ! 
Ah ! tear-swoU'n biUows raised her to the sky, 
And her sails shivered in thp humaii ^h 1 

n 4 
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H9W oft has tongueless pity mourned in vain, 
The heart-sent sorrows of the village train ! 
As, their poor cottage dosing from their view, 
They bade, with broken sigKs, their last adieu ; 
Forced from that long endear'd, that early home. 
Without a roofj in stranger-climes to roam ! 
And yet, though hard the fate that bade them rove 
' Far from the country and the friends they love, 
Scarce they repined : their withered Itearts were dead^ 
Save to the misery from which fhey fled ! 
Oft had they joined, perhaps, the haggard throng. 
Bearing the now neglected fleece along, 
In the 8i(d emblems of a mourning dressed. 
Which their own fainting forms too well expressed ! 
Oh ! 'twas a scene to make yomig folly sigh, 

• • • . 

To wake the tear in «tem ambition's ej6> 

• 

Touch the hard heart of avarice to the core. 
And melt the soul that nev^r felt before i 
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In everjr hideous form was famine there, 

WhOe want, and wretchedness, and wan despair, 

A feeble, glimmering, animation shed 

Through the pale wasted fraine, which— else was dead ! 



But who can paint thdr cKre, domestic scene, 
Where with aflfrighted eye and haggard mien. 
The parents mingle the heart*piercing cry 
O'er the cold bier ^M^ere their young darlings lie ? 
To many a wintry houf that faded boy 
lient the gay plume and golden wing of joy. 
And many a nigbt( with bitter woes opprest, 
l%at little maid in hope's rich colours drest. 
Tho' small the sheiJ, their infants' rosy smile 
Gave it the splendours of a palace pile ; 
Though scant its board, their infants' hiEurmless jest 
Enriched the fare and turned it to a fbast. 
Visions of fbture bliss their cares^ beguiled, 
And fancy's cherub pointed to their child. 
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Unhappy pair ! if industry could save 
Thy iamish'd oflbpring from nn early giave^ 
They still had lived tiiy laboura to assoagei 
Console thy sorrowSf and 84pport thy ag6 ; 
But heartless grandeur spumed thy native toil, 
To cheer th' extortiona of a fefeigu soil ! 



Oh ! a time there wa% whm JErWs emn 
Left her not thus deserted and IcMi^ : 
When Erin's prayer 
Was her oam monareh's eare. 
And through her whole isle, reflestc^d, shone 
The light and the love that weirded het throne ! 



Oh ! had I but the envied power 
To sing the brighter, earlier hour! 
Then would I sing the happy day 
Which sgw thte reign wUh rsgal sv#y : 
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Then woi^ld I sing thine age of gold, 
Thy virgins bright, and heroes bold ; 
And ev'ry trump should sonnd their ferae^ 
And ev'ry tongue should bless their naroe^ 
And ev'ry flower should droop its head, 
And on their tomb its odour shed : 
But to no human tongue 'tis given 
To use the privilege of heaven. 
Celestial beings chaunt their dirge, 
The syrens sing in it on the surge, 
It makes the winds of heaven to sigh, 
So sweet and sad its melody. 



When evening comes, on pinion grey, 
To weep for the departed day. 
The spirits of an higher sphere 
Are sent by the Immortal here ; 
They come, a seraph choir, to motnrn 
Upon the hero's laurelled urn : 
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And so unearthly is their song, 
"" The peasant, as he goes along, 
Invents a thousand marvels dire 
To tell around his rustic iGire. 
He tells of many an ellGln fay 
He saw amid the moonbeams play ; 
Or, shooting through the midnight gloom, 
To guard the slumbers of the tomb ! 
But yet not sprung from terror pale 
Is that poor peasant's simple tale ; 
For, if, you rise 'ere early morn, 
Or echo hears the hunter's horn^ 
The sylvan landscape will appear 

Glistening with many a dewy tear : 

•i 

The tears which angel eyes have shed 
In sorrow for the sacred dead. 
But to see the hallowed sight, 
You must steal an boor from night; 
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For so divine the tears that grace 

The hero's sacred resting place, 

That when the sun with vision bright 

Beholds them glittering in the light, 

He sends, by heaven's own desire, 

A ray of his celestial jGre 

To kiss the heathbell's weeping cup, 

And drink the pearly odour up« 

Yet, Goldsmith, Orpheus of the wild, 

Nature's own darling village-child, 

Could but a patriot prayer of mine 

Draw thy sweet spirit from its shrine. 

Then might I wake the mournful tone 

And angels think it was their own. 
Enchanting Goldsmith ! who, that e'er has seen 
The Sabbath- wonders of thy village green ; 
Who, that has heard the strain that natuee sungy 
While the glad heart gave echo to th^l tongue, , 
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But wept, in woe of heart, to think that he, 

The sweetest, simplest child of minstrelsy, 

In utter want through stranger realms should roam. 

Without a patron und without an home ! 

Sweet bard ! long, long, around thy sacred urn. 

Nature's own family will meet to mourn : , 

There will the village preacher breathe his prayer, 

The lovesick maid will ^gfa; her secret there, ' 

And many a time, amid ita artless woe,^ 

Their hearts will bless 'the hard that: sleeps below. 

Farewell poor bard ! peace to, thy injured sbade**?- 

Another land thy cottntry^&debt'has paid i 

And virtue's pencil has inscribed thy name. 

Where kings, and saiats,. and heroes, share thy iame. 

Yet, is't not sad to tlmk tMt e v'ry slave ' 

May walk through life, in splendour, to his grave ? 

That he, upon^ whose brazen 'forehead, time 

Has 'rased stupiiify «Dd wratten erme. 



May roll his wealth before the public efe^ 
While modest genius glides iitlheeded by ? 
Grenius, which, like the lily, puve and pale, 
Blossom'd in tears, adorns the humble vale, 
While he, who breathes the odour of its bloom, 
Sees it, unheeded, witheriag to the tomb ! 



Then, Btfr&b, should thy immdrtal form 

Arise, majestic, 'mid tfaestorm ; 

As when foiry justice saw theeslasd 

With client nations at thy hand, . 

While wealth, and rank, and beauty hung 

Upon the magic of Ay toi^ue ! 

Oh, 'twas a noble sight to «^: 

How talent shadowed pedigree ; 

And thou, poor orphan of the sod^ 

Prov'd thy nobility frotn God i 



,'1 
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And Beekelt, in'thou^ viflkmfair^ 

With all the spirits of the air, 

Should'st come, to see, beyond dispute, 

Thy deathless page thyself refute; 

And in it own that thou could'st view 

Matter — and it immortal too. 

And wit, and comedy, and love, 

Should come with Gongeeye from above; 

And Swift, the wonder of the age. 

Statesman, yet patriot ; priest, yet sage : 

Who sought the mob, admir'd the crown, n 

And shamed the church, yet graced the gown* 

Impassioned, without love or fear. 

Witty, yet solemn and severe ; 

So much at war bis word and deed. 

Antithesis was still his creed : 

And sure the life must love inspire. 

Where all find something to admire. 
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JPond of the nation he disown'd. 
Still <m her hour of hope he frown'd ; 
^But when her hour of struggle came, 
^^nd Ireland half embraced her shame^ 
■jl7hen was his hour—- the champion rose^ 
error alike of friends and foes ; 
narmM, save in the mighty zeal 
is country forced his heart to feel ; 
n shame and pride and sorrow strong, 
e scornful patriot rush'd along, 
lightning on the slumberer's eyes, 
jki^lashing his glorious energies^ 
or did the noble ardour die 

Ireland could her foes defy ; 
nd its last fierce, indignant ray, 
anished amid the blaze of day : 

en, then his native soul returned, 
nd e^en the soil he sav'd, he spurn'd ! 
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To friendship and to filling dear, 
Immortal Sterne should next appear, 

With Cupid gailjr running after ; 
Encircled in a piyrtle crown, 

And covered with a cleric gown, 

^^ • 

The jest of jollity and laughter. 



Thou, magic SpENBEfi^ sbould'st be seen, 
Ranging the fairies on the green^ 
To tell them how, one winter night, 
When moon and stars refused th^ir light. 
And not a sprite could vigil keep, 
You stole upon their sovereign's sle^, 
And took a wand of winder dread, 
Which gave a charm to all you said ! .m 
Nor should'st thou, Farquhab, absent be, 
Child of wit and soul of glee I 



4 



Swan of tbe stage I whose dying ipoan 
Such dulcet numbers poure4 doog, 

That Death grew captive at the tone. 
And stayed his dart to bear the soDg 1 



Source of refin'd and ratioaal delight, 
Through joy, to viptue, see the stage in?ite. 
Amusing moralisil whose splendid trt. 
Seriously gay, amends and soothes tbe htArt, 
With willing^ homage at tby shrine I bow, 
To pay the humble, but tbe grateful ^ow*. 



Long had the rival muses urged their claim 
To^the green garland of poetichm»%'" '■..:■ 
High and superb^ upon her throne of $|0^ 
Tbe tragic sister swept hev Uring Ijrre ; 
While, at the call of their commaaiing queen, 
Th' embodied passions rusli'd into the s4ene, 

£ 2 
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Fear, anger, frenzy, strain their aching eyes, 
As Mossop rages and Fitzhenet dies, 
What heart but bleeds while Cato smiles in tears, 
And sire and patriot in Quin appears : 
Who, with a soul, can nature's pang endure. 
While Barrt trembles in the torturM Moor ; 
And see, for ages shaded from our view, 
Macklin give life to the reveng^l Jew ? 
Fired at the sight, Melpomene arose, 
Smiled on the scene and half fcnrgot her woes ; 
Sure of success she viewed the victor train. 
And hailed the glories of her rising reign. 



Clive and Comedy came together. 
Waving wild their wand of feather 
Round and round the antic throng, 
Led along 
By their airy song. 
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Lewis, linked with ease and laughter, 

Beck'ning humour lingering after, 

Half willing, half afraid to fly. 

And lose the light of Jobdait^s eye ; 

Jordan still, with airy glee. 

Wheeling round Euphrosyne, 

Robbing now her rosy wreath. 

Catching now her balmy breath ; 

Little loves and graces bound her. 

Sylphs on airy wing surround her : 
Her printless footsteps fresh luxuriance fling. 
And flowers and perfumes breathe eternal spring ! 
I^uUed by the magic of her honied strain. 
The rival Muses own'd th' alternate reign, 
With mutual feeling each their feuds forsook. 
Combined their efforts and created Cooke. 
JLord of the soul ! magician of the heart ! 
Pure child of nature ! fosterchild of art ! 

E 3 
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How all the paraions in saccessioo rise^ 
Heave in thy soul and light^i in thine eyes) 
J^eguiled by thee, old Time, with aspect Uyth^ 
Leans on his sceptre and fcrgets his scythe ; 
Space yields its distance^ aaeient glories live, 
Ages elapse, remotest scenes revive*-* 
For thee creation half inverts her ireign, 
And captive reason wears a willing dmin* 



But see within her garden bower ' 

The lovely Juliet pi^nsive lean ; 

Herself, the fairest, sweetest, flower. 

That ever graced the isle of green ! 

Oh! she is lovely to behold. 

With eye of blue and braid of gold I 
Her bosom is. pure asthe virgin*snows ! 
Her blush and her breath-^tbey teve rifled tlie r^file 
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[er Toice has the thrill of the nightingale's sigh ! 
'oung Love holds his palace of light in her eye ! 
nd her mien has the cygnet's majesty ! 

No, never yet, did beauty movld 

A temple, more divinely fair ; 

No, never yet did temple fold 

"Sach virtaes as sore cherished there. 

Sweet girl ! a nation's loud acclaim 

Echoes the worship of thy nasie : 

Birth before thee brads the knee, 

The gay unbind their wreaths for thee, 

And genius yields thee up his throne, 

Lest beauty call thee all her own. 

But nobler wreaths shall grace thy brow 
Than all the world could weave for thee ; 

Wreaths^ to outlive the fleeting vow 
Of feshion'c frail idolatiy i 

• 4 
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When all the hearts that beat before thee. 

When all the tongues that now adore thee^ 

Shall fede, and no more traces leave 

Than the wild flower their love would weave, 

The evening of a parent'* s daysy 

> 
Cheered by affection's loveliest rays. 

Shall beam a blessed wreath of light, 

(Wove in heav'n's own garden bright) 

So pure round thee — 
Its foliage will for ever shine, 
From envy's eye, with light divine. 

Shading thy spotless memory. 



But, hark to that strain of delight in the sky, 
Winging the breeze with its melody ! 
With What magic it floats on the incense of even ! 
How sweetly it softens the chorus of heaven ! 
Hark ! — ^is it a strain from some spirit of fire ; 
Or the sweet swelling echo of Albany's lyre ! 
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« 

Perhaps 'tis the welcome of bliss to the brave, . • 
Or an anthem of love from the maid of the waive ; | 
Or, it may be the song of a sinner forgiven I 
Alas ! 'tis not long since that heavenly strain 
Awoke all its echoes, but woke them in vain ; 
Like the harp of the winter we hung it in air. 
And smilM on the shivering song of despair ! 
Oh heaven ! was it meet, on a pitiless shore, 
" No parent to cherish or friend to deplore," 
'Ere the peach-down of infancy &ded its bloom. 
Sweet Poesy's cfiild should descend to the tomb, 

Unprotected and poor i 
Was there none in the circle of fashion's career i 
Jio singular spendthrift in folly's gay sphere ? 
No penitent Croesus from India's domain ? 
No mitre embarrassed with sinecure gain ? 
No patriot pensioned— no W A LP OLE in place. 
Who prompted, perhaps, to astonish his race, 
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Would, from vanity outvirarde, or conscience withifi. 
Save the orphan of genius from sorrow and sin ? 
But tho^ cheer'd by no solace and sunn'd by no my, 
This world's dreary winter has withered away, 

With many a sigh-— 
There are some, to thy evergreen grave, who vrill bring 
The fragrance of summer and flowrets of spring, 
And weeping thy late, but sad i;equiem sing. 

Poor Dermody ! 
Crown'd by a bright sunbeam and shrouded in storm. 

With a sigh for the present and smile on the past, 
The meteors of heaven unveiling his form. 

The spirit of Ossian should ride on the blast. 
Oh ! when be awoke his wild harp of the mountatti, 

Or shed the sweet light of his slumbering song, 

/ 
How the moss-covered rock, with its crystalline fettntakiy 

Would pour forth Ae bodiless, magical thronj^, 

To catch but cme caMience and boast it alongi 
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How the holj sound 

Would calKaround 
The vision of former years ! 

The virgins hrij^t, 

In their mantles of lig^t, 
Would forget the virgin's fittrs ; 

And the fire^g'd cloud 

Sheif its wajrrior croTfd 
Careering their airy qpears. 

Full many a day 

Has roU'd away, 
Since they heard that taneAil tongue^ 

And many a sword 

Has lost Ms lord, 
Since sittijde Ossian «uiig. 

The pride of his string 
Were a rural race, 

Their solace, the spring, 
Their subsistence, the chace ; 
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I 

And they lay dowti to rest 
From their frugal repast, 
Content should fiite bring 
A rude Cairn at last ! 
Sure, 'tis a sad, yet soothing sight, 

To view the deser^scene. 
Where once the sword, in freedom's jfight, 
Wav'd, froni countless warriors, bright^ 
Each shooting, like a star of night. 
His splendour o'er the green* 



When tir'd, at eve, the pilgrim leans 

Upon some i^ocky pile. 
Of days long gone the lone remains, 
Sav'd, by their rudeness, from the Vandal reigns. 
Which, red and ruthless, swept the plains 

Of this iU-fiited ish 
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He little thinks the mossj stones 

Beneath his feet, 
Afford some hero's hallow'^d bones 

Their cold retreat ; 
Once saw the pomp of mourning pride, 

And heard the virgin's sigh 
Swelling the sweet and solemn tide 

Of ancient minstrelsy I 
Perhap's, e'en there, 0n Fingal's arm 

A thousand heroes hung, 
While OssiAN , music of the stcHrm, 

The battle anthem sung ; 
Or there GBmania's palace rose 

In more than, regal pride, 
Ollam inhaled a nation's woes, 
Conn's fiery sceptre crush'4 her foes. 
Or noble Oscar died. 
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Alas ! for thee, Erin, gone by is thy ikiiie, * \ 

Forgotten thy glories and blasted thy name ; 

And thou stand'st like a tree, by the ligfatniag's flame,. 

Of vigour and verdure and promise bereft ; 
And, as if to enhance, while they solace thy shame^ ^ 

The tombs of thy fathers are all thou hast left. 
Yet the spot where their ashes now sleep in the shade : 

May one day relume faded liberty's fire, 
The vow of the brave be triamphantly paid, 
And his sword, a bright homage, with reveraneelaicl 

At the shrine of its impalse, the tomb of Ub she ! j 



Though 'twere treason to speak it, y/sl «(iU ih our bkidd 

The flame of our fiithers shall glow. 
At once, the bright hope oif a better abode. 

And the ray of Om prisoB below. 
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As weary and sad, by the winter wind driven, 

The tempest-tost mariner sees from afar, 
Smiling its peace on the turbulent heaven, 

The mild-beaming light of some glimmering star : 
Thus, Erin, though tempest thy triumph enshrouds. 
And night rolls around thee her car of the clouds^ 
No darkness shall dim thee, no tempest aQrjght, 
While thou see'st in the heavens thy fetbers* sweet light. 
'Mid the gloom of the storm tbat clear light shall arise, 
The light of the brave, of the good^ and the wise, 

Through tempests still lucid, through centuries young; 
And thou, native Ossiak, long gladden our eyed^ 

Though Scotia, unfilial, the solace denied, • ^ 

» 

Sweet bard of tradition ! bright beacon of song ! 



Sor should' St thou, youthful shade, unssng rematn, 
Khough kings denovnc'd and bigots curs'd the straita ; 



I, 
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I 

Thou, whose rich bud just breathed upon the land, 
Blushed on our crimes and bowed beneath their hand. 
Ah why, thou pure, soul-breathing flowret of May, 

Did you spring in our climate of storm ! 
Some holier land and some happier day, 
Would have open'd its bosom, and brightenM its ray, 
To chase every pestilent phantom away, 

That frighted thy lily form ! 
And id time thou wouldst pour, sweetest blossom of springy 
Such balm-breathing gratitude there, 
That the wild bird would come by thy beauties to sang. 
And shed, as he passed, from his odorous wing, 

Alji Araby's fabled air ! 



Though cold in the desert thy relicks repose, 

'Mid the shriek of the winter blast, 
Like flame, in our heart's blood thy martyrdom glows^ 

s 

And will while memory last. 
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And yet the wild heath-bell, that sighs in the wind 

As it shadows the patriot's grave, 
ts dearer by far to the sensitive mind, 

Than the marble enshrining a slave. 



It was meet, youthful shade, for a barbarous age, 
Vo squander, with bloody and bigotted rage, 

The glories of genius away ; 
Sut, like mist on the mpuntaiil, the cloud shall be driven, 
^hen the orbit eclips'd will career throi^bdut heaveii 

The light of a purer day ! 



Lo ! by the sod where classic Barry sleeps, 
jrenius, low bending, droops the wing and weeps ; 
So shadows float — no sounds awaken there, 
Save the sweet sigh of the surrounding air, 
3r purer accent of some angel's prayer t 
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While heaven's bright bow, with orient ray serenei 
Sweeps its high arch and consecrates the scene. 



Oh thou ! to whbse pure glance was given. 

While yet on earth, the opening heaven ; 

Though in thine own elysium placed. 

With circling saints and heroes graced, 

Whether with glance of fire you fling 

Young roses on Aurora's wing^ 

Or drcle Iris, in her flight. 

With fancy's gayest robe of light, 

Or deck, at eve, th' autumnal sky 

In all its rich variety— 

Refuse not, thou, one summer smile 

JJpon the lonely western isle, 

Where first around thy infant head 

The sun its loveliest shadows shed, 



■% 
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And nature bless'd thy early view 
With every rich and varied hue, 
That decks the rose or prisms the morning dew ! 



WooM from his silent, rustic tomb^ 
The shade of Carol an should come ; 
And see his harp of mnsiii hung 

Upon some hoary hawthoiti tree, 
And hear the little robin's tongne 

Learning its plaintive melody : 
While every warbler brings its young 
To hear the lovely vei^r s^luig, 
And round the choir the fidries play 
And dance their magic roundelay ; 

• - • 

Till the last breath of {mrting even, 
Sweet and slowly floating by, 

Carries the concert up to.heaven, 
All fragrance and all harmony. 

F 9 
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Soft as the murmuring winds tliat shake 
The dew-drop from the woodbine spray, 

Soft^as the^airs thatstir the lake. 
At the rich solemn close of day, 
Is Carolan's bewitching lay* • 



But cease, my soul, the eflEmrt ¥aip. 

Nor venture such a sacred strain.^ 

Yet oh ! my country, could I tibrow 

One gleam of comfort on thy )WQe, 

The holy solace should be heard,. 

Though fate itself should wing t|i9 wprd* ; . . 



• •....■ / ■ •. ' I 



Dear country ! if my counsel light, 
A shepherd's whistle in the night, . 
Might claim a reverence from thee^ 
Though but for its sincerity — 
I'd tell thy injured, honi^'d land. 
In patient dignity to stand n 



THfe EMBBALD 18I#B» 8& 

But oh ! from thee, and thine, be fiur 

The rashness of a rebel war ! 

How often, in my sehool-boy day. 

Have I renoonc'd the school-boy's play, 

To wander lonely o^er thy green. 

And view again some favourite scene ; 

Or up thy emerald hills to roam, 

And watch the curling smoke of home ; 

Or think upon the mother dear 

Who then on me was thinking there ; 

Or ask the peasant, as he toiled, 

And, happy at my fancy, smfled, 

If he thought the ocean bold,' 

Which awfully beneath us roll'd, 

Ever saw such fruits and flowers, 

Such mountains, fields, and mossy bowers, 

Or such a lovely land as ours i 
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Oh then it joy 'd my heart to see 
The patriot son of industry 
Hold out to me his rugged hAll4> 
And swear not such another lapfl 
Our Sovereign had ^thMi comm^md; 
Or give me half hi& scanty store 
And sorrow that he had no more. 
Then would he, in his simple wi^y. 
Along the neighbouring vaUey stray. 
To tell me all th^t surge had neeii, 
And all the glories of that greeny 

In Erin's ^Ider day. 
Alas ! where once the palaee rose, 

And spread its g^le9 the festal bow^t 
There now the desert hawthorn blows, 

Or, browsing on tbe woodbhl^ flower, 
The red-deer feadese stray { 
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That spot where, as the sun-set threw 
On wood and lake its purpling hue, 
The harp and horn both sounded high 
The call of graceful revelry. 
Now nought is heard but, shrill and harsh, 
The bittern booming in the marsh, 
Or the lone shepherd's shout of fear^ 
To fright the savage prowling near. 
Now all is featureless and lone. 

Save where, upon the heathy ground, 
Lie the huge heaps of printlesd stone, 

By time and tempest scattered round ; 
Bleaching in the mountain blast, 

And mouldering in the mountain rain, 
The symbol of the ages past. 

The ruins frown in proud disdain. 
Casting their chill and moumfol shade 
Upon the spot, where low are laid 

f4 
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Their mighty chiefs and warrior men, 

Their murderM friends and heroes slain,^ 

And all the trophies of their glorious reign ! 'v . 



Blest love of country ! o'er the exile's way 
Thou shedd'st thy sweet and solitary raj, 
Cheering the rude inhospitable wild, 
Where never fragrance breathed nor flowret smiled ! 
The wounded soldier mid the battle-blast, . 
The wave nurs'd sea-boy on the bending mas^ 
The child of peril, anc^the slave of toil 
Wringing his pittance from a stranger's soil, 
Smiles on thy cherub-vision in the sky. 
And hugs his chains, to taste it ere he die ! 



Alike, all ages own the patriot zeal : 
The sons of ev'ry soil its instinct feel — - 
Cradled on rocks, or cavem'd in the sand^ 
The soul exulting owns its native land, 
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Liid poor amid the riches of the earthy 

ines for the barrenness that giaiTe it birth ! 

throughout the globe there breathes one holy race 

a whom the holy feeling finds no place ; 

)r should the flame, hy all the world cei^st^ 

ilow in a solitary Zealot's breast, 

)h ! woe to him, detraction's blasted heir, . . 

^oor outcast child of sorrow and deispair! 



ihew me the prodigy who 'dares to feel, 
Ind feeling, dares confess thie patriot zeal, 
Dnewho, alike despising court or crowd, 
Por bribe too honest, abd for mobs too proud. 
One who, nor worshipping the rabble cry^ 
Nor merging freedom in monopoly. 
Dare between throne and people boldly stand, 
Expose the factions tibat despoil the land> 



iji" 



>i '.-■<■ 
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And feeling all her injuries bis own. 

Act for the countiy^ and fiv Iter alone ! 

Heavens! who shall save him from his double &(^ 

The court's suspicion and the people's hate i 

Vainly he pleads the heSty vestal-flame, 

The spotless motive, the unsullied fame ; 

Vainly he points to the polluted page. 

Where his loved native land^ through many an age, 

With her heart's blood th' alternate serpent warms. 

Folded to death withua her chiUren's arms I 

He sinks unpitied to an early grave, 

By prince deemed traitor, and by people slave ! 

Mother of Eniir ! where thy in&nt tx>y 

Wakes the first impulse of maternal joy. 

While bending o'er, with anxious qre, to trace 

A father's features in its smiling fiice, 

You pour to heaven the pure unconscious (NPayer, 

That joy may play for ever pictured there ; 



Add to that prayer, that Eriu's woe or weal 
May never blast him wUh its withering eeal ! 



And yet there was, tradition tells, a time, 
IVhen to adore our comitry was no crime ^-^ 
lYhen our own heroes nobly hdd the helrn^ 
And Irish talent sway '4 the Iriak realm, 
Nor roame4 abroad, Cain's curse upon its brow, 
To pledge to fiwreiga throses. the exiled vow ; 
Weaving the glorious wHBilh its fiithert bore 
Round, the rude genius of some nameless flhore J 
Ah ! where are no^ the reUdcs of dot day ? 
Fled like the phantom of a d««am away ! 
Where are our temples, where our regal throne ? 
E'en as that airy vision, lost and gone ! 
Is there no orphan column in the wild, 
To mark where once its parmit palaee s nliled ? 
Has there no shrub of all the rc^ hfm0r 
Survived the ruin of the tempest hour ^ 
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Have gem, and throne, and tower, and titled btnt. 

All, with their owners, mouldered into dust ? 

All, all are gone, e'en as the yiewleas wind, 

Leaving its ruined tracery behind ! 

All, all are gone, fled like the azure light. 

That shoots its splendours o'er a northern night, 

As radiant and as rapid in their flight ! 

Gone e'en the harp our early minstrels strung, 

To strains the Te'ian poet might have sungy 

While, cheer'd by liberty's celestial smile^ 

Such dulcet melodies awoke the isle. 

That the tired, homeward mariner would stay, 

To hear the syren of the western sea ! 



Oh ! pilgrim cif this downward age ! 
Smile not, a sceptic, on my page. 
Although the sainted minstrel's brow 
WithersinwreaiUess winter now, 
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Believe it^ there was once a tiffle^ 
When genius was not d^m'd a crime. 
And foul oppression dare not brand 
The Jovers of their native land. t 
Though with the glories of that ancient day, 
Thy meed, sweet minstrelsy, has passed away, 
Though gone the genuine noble of the soil. 
Though cold the hearts that cheer'd the tuneful toil, 
(Hearts that disdained, with base and bare deceH, 
O'er the lone grave a grief to counterfeit, 
And a poor, posthumous affection feign/ ^ 

When, even if sincere, the woe, were vain): • 
Still then, arrayed aipttnd our native throne^ 
Toned like the spheres, our native genius ehone; . 
Then evefry reign beamed honour on the bard, 
And ev'ry honour brought its rich reward, / 
Conscious of virtue, monarchs loved. the name 
That gave their ^iveii to.dverlastiiig fame; 
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And round the galaxy, where nnisie beamed 
Its soul ethereal, ev'ry splendour streauied. 
War's fiery meteors, pausing in their path. 
Smiled on the strain and bhnh'd away their wrath. 
Love, bliss, and beauty, blessed the heay'nly throng, 
And passion fled before the << lig^t of song." 
Without the bard, the monarch lost the gem 
That gave a lustre to his diadem ; 
Without tiie bard, no more religion heard 
An accent worthy of her saisred word ; 
Peace gave her sweetest «Ao to his tmigiie^ 
And o'er his harp the helm of conqneftt hung ! 

And i^ihAt day of ^ory o*» f 

And wiU its light return no more ? 

Or miMt^tbe eye liiat eees it bright, 
Visit the Md^nd silent tomb, 

Where di#e trfiditioA^s Hwinkliog light 
But feeUy decorates the gloom. 
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And memory's lamfnlike ^plcbdonr sbed 
A radiant mockery o'^r the dead 2 
Yet it is good for matt to tarh 

E'en to that sad sepukhralfiecbe; - 
Haply some spark from TUrtoe's nm 
May wake ambition's soul to bam, 

And be again what once has been. * 



other age might raise tlie mouldering fi»e, 
ceding minstrels might revive tBe strain. 
e fidlen temple and the prostrate tower^ 
e ruined column and the leafless bower, 
^ht rise beneath some fhtare patriot's hand, 
d, proud in native beauty, bless the land* 
t where, alas ! ■ shall Weeping Ebin find 
e power to renovate her fitded mind i 
at mind of fire, the meteor of the field, 
irit sublime ! alone untaught to yield. 
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That mind of love, lord of the smile and &ghf ' 
Alone untaught the science to deny. 
That mind so fraught with ev'ry varied charm. 
So brave yet meek, so wise and yet so warm^ 
That, like the tints celestial spirits weave 
Through the sweet azure of an autumn eve^ 
Its contrast blushed the lovelier on the eye, 
Blended by heaven's own hand to harmony ? 
Where is it flow ? .^'en with that varied sky^r . 
As beauteous Jbors^ alfts^^!/^ soon to diev i; r i 

Futile the courage, chivalrous and vain 
The might .that smote^ and sw^ away the Dane ! 
For foreign eyes blooms bright ambition's mom, 
To foreign hands prefermfsni holds her honi ; 
Round foreign brbiii» is glory's garland bound. 
In foreign ears does honour's clarion sound : 



I ■ ■ . 



t J 
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Alone the sons of Erin meedless stand, • 
The only aliens in their native land ! 
Was it for this the ancient falchion gleamed i 
Was it for this the battle-meteor beamed ? 
Was it for this the red-branch hero's eye 
Flamed on the minstrel's patriot prophecy, 
And saw his life-blood gushing with a smile. 
To think his child should hold the rescued isle ? 
Unhappy isle ! by various woes oppress'd, 
Of knaves the plunder, and of fools the jest ; 
With too much honour felsehood to suspect, 
With too much candour cunning to detect. 
With too much warmth the dupeof ev-ry wile. 
With too much faith the victim of a smile ; 
DoomM by thy very virtues to decay, 
And through excess of blessings formed a prey ! 



G 
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Shades of our Sires i in pity turn aside, 

Nor view the fallen objects of your pride ; 

View not the phantoms that defile your name, 

The living libels on your ancient feme, 

The vampyre-sprites that issue from your graves, 

And shade in virtue's form the soul of slaves ! 



Gone are the days when the western gale 
Awoke every voice of the lake and the vale, 

With the harp, and the lute, and the lyre ; 
When Justice uplifted her adamatit shield, 
And valour and freedom illumined the field 

With a sword and a plumage of fire ! 
(xone are the days #hen our watTiors brave 
Bounded the surge of the ocean wave ; 
When the chief of the hills held his banner of green, 
And the shamrock and harp on that banner were seen, 
As the pastoral hero assembled his band. 
To lead them to war at his monarch's command — 
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nfes^ his own native monarch, unfettered and free 
=A8 the wild bird that perched oh his mountain tree. 
Ah ! where are that monarch and mountain tree now ? 
And where is the wild bird that percfi'd on its bough ? 
The wild bird^s featAer now wings the dart 
That drinks the red blood of the herb's heart; 
The monarch has felFn, and the mountain tree 
Bears Erin's hope o'er the distant sea ! 
But Erin ! you never had mournM the sights 
Had you brandish'd your dpear in your own good fight : 
Had you boldly stood on yotfr mountain crag 
And wav'd o'eir the valley your sea-green flag, 
Soon, soon, should the stranger have found his grave 
Beneath the red/oam of the ocean wave ; 
And the stranger's fate should be told by the gore 
Of the stranger's corse on his native shore ! 
But he came not in arms, and our generous isle, 
Unheeding his sword, was l)etray'd by his smile ! 

G 2 
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Yet fraud or force attempt, in vain, 

To Bway tbe patriot's ardent soul, 
Proudly it vindicates its reign^ 
Crumbles tbe tyrant's impious cbain, 

And soars sublime above controul I 
A moment paused the heart of fire. 

That knew not to deceive. 
More in compassion than in ire> 

O'er human guilt to grieve, 
A moment fell the pious tear, 

To parted freedom given ; 
Not, on a darling parent's bier. 
Could infant eyes shed drops more dear 

Than that, to heaven. 



The patriot's bosom panted high 
As griefs soft image died, 

And blushing, on his frenzied eye 
Rose Erin^s injured pride. 
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Roused at the sight, the mountaineer^ 

With ready hand, 
Seized his artless, rustic spear ; 
Throughout the land, 
The rock and the glei^ 
Sent their warrior men 

To the patriot field ; 
And the side of the hill, 
As it shone o'er the rill. 

Seemed a living shield ! 
At the bugle's shrill breath 

The stag, in affright. 
Shot over his heath, 

Like an arrow of light ; 
Our isle was awake. 
From the bray to ^ke brake. 

At the summons of war ; 

G S 
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And the spears of the brave. 

From the summits afar. 
Crested the waye. 
Like a shooting star ! 
If humanity shews to the God of the world 

A sight for his fatherly eye, 
*Tis that of a people with banner unfurl'd, 

Resolved for their freedom to die. 
'Tis a spark of the Deity bursting to light, 

Through the darkness of huinan controul, 
That fires the bold war-arm in liberty's fight, 
And flames from the patriot, burning and bright, 

Through the eye of an heaye^ilj soul ! 
Oh ! was it not noble and &ir to behold 

Our isle, like a warrior, laced, 
With her spear of the 1^P$ and her bi|okler bold. 
Her banner of green and her helm of gold. 
Stand ready for battle braced ! 



\ 
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Th^^Otti on that day = 

S^nt his honest ray, 
To brighten the patriot plume ; 

The shamrock was jBeen 

With a lovelier gf een. 
And the air shed a sweeter perfume. 

The face of our isle 

Wore an he^yedy smile^ 
As if conscious and proud of her bray^i 

And the laurel fldwer. 

At that holy hour, .'• 

Bowed its bloom o'er th0 warrior's grave, 

To tell him the land 

He had died to defend 
Was np longer the home of a slave. : A 



O i 



" > ."J '' 



• I 



\ . 



.r 



No, there is not a spot where the pious are laid. 
But ao angel is hovering near, 
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To gukrd their high slumber and gladden theit shade 
With the triumph of purity here ; 
And nature on that angel eye "■ ' 
Still casts a glance of sympathy 1 



Ye sainted spirits of the air^ 
To ^hose angelic guardian care 

The patriot's cause is given, 
Oh, on the memory of that day, 
Beam down the purest, holiest ray 

That glows in heaven ! 
And thou, lamented^ honoured sire, 

Too early lost for Erin's fame. 
Pour from on high thy hallow'd fire, 

And .purge away thy country's shame, 
Prison of islands — ^land without a name ! 



■ M 



• * • • . 



Leinster ! if birth alone'^tfd ifiade thee great. 
Nor worth confirmM the ordinance of fiite ; 



THE EMERALD ISLE. 105 

If, midst the titled rabble^ thou hadst stood 
A lie to rank, a ridicule on blood ! 
Content to shine amongst a shameless band^ 
Xhe gilded robber of thy native land, 
Xhou should'st hare gone, to time's remotest age^ 
?he blot and burthen of the poet's page; 
^by vice immortal, thy enjoyment o'er, 
T'erdant in shame when thou could'st sin no more ! 
'Tis the high mission of the muse's choir, 
To soar through ether on a wing of fire, 
Shed round the humble saint their holy ray. 
And circle guilt witfi an eternal day : 
They beam on virtue its immortal grace, 
They blast the wreath of the successfiil base, 
Roll their high spheres harmoniously along, 
Stars in their course and syrens in thefr song ! 
Leinsteb, when traitors stained the robe of power, 
When emined tyrants ruled their little hour. 
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When g^t was gt'eatiie98 and corruption vreaitliy 
And sacred piety an act of stealth, 
'Twas thine to vindicate the daim of birth. 
Shew that e'en still a noble might have worth, 
And prouder dignities than dukedoms prove 
In the heart's homage of thy country's love. 
Patriot, thou art not gone ! tbj holy name 
Still from our hills a beacon light shall flame 1 



Devouring late may close the bad man's doom, 
Crumble the Uirone or crush the pompous tomb ; 
But virtue bruised exhales a purer breath. 
Sighs fragraoce forth, and triumphs over death. 
Thus some proud oak high shoots its stately form', 
Blooms in the blast and strengthens in thd storm, i 
Pride and protection of its native glade, 
The winter's grandeur and the summer's shade !-^ 
When all its yerdaht hoRonm shrink with age 
And leave it shieldless to the tempest's rage, 



^' 
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The hoary soverjeign resrjyes hlB reign. 

Breasts the high w^ve, w4 tiound^ng o^er the main^ 

Still mocks t}i|9 §(:pr|3[i and st^l d^f^]KiB the pl|sii|i. 



Celestial vision of tliatsaq'ed.^j. 

Slush down thy grace aqd beautify my way ! 

IProm shape}es§.ruip8 anida^r^fy wild, . 

IVhere once th§ hp^ye^t of t){p bapilet smilM, 

From foreign pr^de and native folly free, 

My wearied spirits seek repose in thee. 

Proudly the glories of thy reign I view, 

Hang o'er the scene an^ ev'ry charm renew ; 

Fancy again tl^^^ patriot banner ^lees 

Wave 'mid tb^ Q)M?^ fi£ |t^6 m^quntiai^ breeze ; 

Again beholds rejoicing copumerce ride, 

Free as the wpiqds that w^^t ^.er o'^r the tide^ 

Or sighs, entrance<}, whtpr^ oQoe in tru^ db^ lup||g ^ 

On the sweet pm^ of FI'OQdIi Jj^mm^ppipiis tongue. 

• • .»% I » ^ / > # # ' ' • ^ ^ • - • '. r » i •. 1 '»•.»-» . 
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Thou, mystic pile ! our glory and our shame) 

Ray of our pride and ruin of our name ! ^ 

Where are the days when pure thy patriots rose^ 

To raise our greatness and redress our woes ! 

When Grattan thundered round thj ample dome^ 

And patriot genius found a kindred home ! 

When silver Burgh poured on the nation's ear 

* 
Strains such as Athens had been wont to hear ; 

While smiling Eriit claimed thee for her own^ 

And reason hailed her decorated throne ! 



Alas ! where once uprose the temple's porch, 
And holy breathings woke the altar's torch) 
Where patriot tongues their sacred music pour'd. 
Now heartless traders heap their sordid hoard ! 

Rapine, exulting, spreads her impious spoil, 

« 

And withered avarice affects a smile ! 

But cease, indignant hear|^ lament no more, 

Let trade reign still whers triumph'd trade before; 
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The time must come, when heaven's avenging hand 
Shall smite the dome and vindicate the land, 
Shewing its pillar'd pride in ruins hurled, 
A wonder and a warning to the world ! 
Britain beware — nor vainly think that he, 
Faithless to us, can e'er be true to thee I 
When conscience, country, kindred plead in vain, 
Dragg'd, all dishonoured, to the shrine of gain. 
Can foreign climes assume a dearer claim ? 
Can alien sighs awake the patriot flame ? 
Believe it not — the traitor's impious soul 
Blasphemes at grace and banishes controul ; 
It loaths all nature but the fruit of crime, 
It counts by guilty deeds the course of time, 
Sees hell itself but as the ideot's rod. 
Deifies guilt and mortgages its God ! 



Heav'ns ! when I see this lovely toil, 
The tyrant's sport, the bigot's spoil. 
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Conti^nfding fillip ihskb my frame ; 
Fever'd with rage, reveb^ and shame, 

• • • 

I call on mercy's self to fly, 
Arm'd with the sword of destiny, 
And sweep away the murderous brood 
Carousing on my country's blood, 
Who spurn the path a Saviour trod. 
To bend before a party god ! 



Too long has meek rellgi6n' bled 
Beneath the christian hand. 

Too long has persecution shed 
Its poison thrbt^h the land. 



It were a tale to glut the pei^in ear, 
A tale which Christendom might blush to hear; 
But to recount the deeds of blood and shame, 
Sanctioned, oh horror ! by that Saviour's name ! 
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Where are ye, self-stjfkd ministers cS heaven^ 
Ye to whom Christ^s inheritante is giveti ? 
Ye^ holy men, #ho in his path hate trod, 
Ye^ m^k apostles 0f the lowly Grod ? 
Ye, in whose sacred, faalf*eelestial hands. 
Salvation's awfu) hazard trembling stands I 
Ye, who in conscious purity have stood 
Before the dea(thbed wilh a Saviont^s Mood ? 



Just Heaven ! what motley groupe is that we see, 

Bending before the fauMAn Deity ? 

Are these the great EtbrHal's" hknibk train, 

Crouching to courts for A t^ii'^frial gafn ? 

Or 'is't an infidel' and ribhiild dted, 

*To curse and ridicule the^.christiah^s cfeed ? 

Ah! not the heathen wit YotTAlRE diffused, 
Not all the stubborn sophistry of Pain, 

Th' unearthly ^easute^ wild: RottsSBAU abnsetf, 
Or fierce MAHts^nib^A blood^cdnveirtitig reign. 
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Aimed at the gospel grace so vile a blow. 
Or proved so deadly and so damn'd a foe, 
As he who wash'd the thorny garland's gore. 
Daring to gild the wreath a Saviour wore ! 
Ill do the 'broiderM vest and titled shame 
Suit an assumption of the Christian name ! 
Ill do their wealth the simple tenet prove, 
Of him whose only wealth was placed above ! 
Ill do their rank the holy martyr shew, 
Whose sole sublime distinction was his woe !*- 
Ascendancy ! thou name to Christ unknown, 
Yile bastard of the altar and the throne ! 
Aping Isc A riot's cunning through the land, 
Grace on thy brow and gold within thy hand. 
Call thyself what thou wilt, thy choice is free 
To any name — save Christianity. 



When sects aspire religion feels the shock. 
And pensioned pastors make a listless flock. 
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7he spruce stipendiary, in robes of state, 

Consigns, too oft, the Gospel to its fate, 

Tiewing the page, in heavenly light arrayed. 

As the mere manual of a vorldly trade. 

Hence, with her t>oppy wreath and leaden wand, 

A brutal ignorance usurps the land. 

That land, where learning once sublimely rolled 

Its floods of amber o'er a bed of gold ; 

That land, amid whose full meridian day 

Rejoicing genius plumed its eagle way. 

While sacred science poured her copious urn, 

And thou, with '^ thoughts that breathe and words that 

burn," 
Sweet Poesy ! amid thy airy train. 
Waved the wild wing and woke the dulcet strain ! 



Hence we behold the sacred robe assumed 
Sy some, whom fate to other functions doomed. 
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While genius rarely dare usorp the gown^ 
Scar'd bj power's cold neglect or folly's firowD. 
Hence, when against all Gospel rulej we see 
A sect the nursling of a ministry^ 
God's holy trust is merged in CiBSAa's name, 
And want of interest is want of claim. 



If fortune beckoned victue to her throne, 
If proud preferment beamed on worth alone, 
* Yainly might sects assail the christian church, 
Safe while such pillars propt its sacred pordi ; 
Vainly might dullness, swoll'n in mitred state. 
Sneering at modest talent's thread-bare fate, 
^ Deride Mageb, neglected for an hour, 
Or KiBWAK, gone without a smile from power i 



True, some there are, round whose anointed brow 
The rays of heaven ip simple grandeur glow, 
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Men by especial Providence designed. 
To bless, adorn, and citilise mankind, 
Whose lives illustrate their immortal text, 
Lights of this world an4|kiblem8 of the next 



i 



Oh here, in filial fondness, let me bend 

Before thy resting place, nty ewrliest JHend! 

Thou ! whose pure culture waked my in&nt thought. 

While thy life proved what all thy precepts taught. 

He was a man to friendship's tinemory dear, 

Skilled in each art the social soul to cheer. 

One who, despising all the grave grimace 

Of those who vtnear their worship ift their fhce. 

Seamed round the circle of domestic love 

The ray serene he borrowed from above. 

For many an hour, from manhood up to age, 

Conscience alone his wealth and patronage, 

He stood sublime, like Israel's sainted rock, 

A desert fountain to his fainting flock, 

H 2 
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Shedding around the diamond dews of even — 
Himself unsheltered from the winds of heaven i 



Yet why lament alone o'er w|tfi's decay ? 
Too blest if worth alone had fallen a prey ! 
How oft, alas ! has mourning Ebin seen 
The christian contest stain her virgin green ! 
How oft has fae^ who bade all warfare cease 
And to the angry tempest whisperM peace, 
Heard on her shores his name the battle knell. 
And seen his holy cross the beacon-light of Hell ! 

Oh! be that impious warfare o'er ! 

Oh! may its fires return no m<Nre ! 



Oh ! if no tongue of holy grace 
Should bid the lawless tempest cease, 
Let suppliant Eain's voice be heard, 
Though weak her tongue, yet wise her word, 
The word of peace. 



/ 



THE EMERALD ISLE. 117 

Think, think, sons of Ebin, on all we have lost, 

Oh ! think on our fonn^ pride, 
Then unite and be free, nor relinquish the boast 

For which our brave ancestors died. 
Remember the glory and pride of your name, 
'Ere the cold-blooded Sassenach tainted your fame. 
When merit was fortune, for virtue was power, 
And reason, not bigotry, guided the hour. 



Though now all dreary and decay'd 

Our ancient glories lie. 
Some blessed spirits love their shade 

And guard their memory. 
Tread but the spot, though barren now, 
Where meek Religion's angel«vow 

In pious hope wais poured ; 

u 3 
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Or straj along the desert heath, 
Where genius sighed its partmg breath, 
Or martyr'd virtue smiled on death^ 

Or valour waved the sword* 
Though want and wildness rei^ around^ 
Mor earth give soil, nov echo sound, 
An awe vpon the heart.will steal, 
And conscious Nature's iiiitinetibel 
*Ti3 holy ground ! 



Is there within the isle a soul, 
But owns the sad, sablime contreol, 
As oft by patriot impulse led 
To where Ki^tkor a 's palace shed 

Its splendours on the iBood ; 
Or Clonmacnoisb upreared its head 

Amid the sacred wood } ^ 
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Or — oh ! for ever be the mm» 
Circled with glory's brightest ^Mie, 
Proud Tara's temple stood ? 



Tar A ! the day of Ay splendour is o'e^ ! 
Tara ! the grac^f thy glorj k gone ! 



Where thy column's high capital triaiiiphM before, 

The wind-beaten travdBer sees not- a stone ! 
Through thy shadowless moor the night bird screams, 
O'er the moss of thy ruin the bright moon beams, 
IVhile round thee chill winter his thousand streams 

Rolls, cheerless and lone ! 
And yet, thou pale moon-beam, there once was an hour 

When you strayed o'er a lovelier scfene ; 
As sculptured arch and antique lower. 
Blending their shade 'mid the hawthorn bower 
With ivy'd moat and myrtle flower. 

You shadowed o'er the green. 

H 4 
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And yet, thou shrill, ill omen'd bird of the night, 

There once was an holier time. 
When the verdureless heath you now fill with affright, 
Streamed with harmony's silver light ; 
While the stars of peace and the swords of fight 

Cheer'd the harp's sweet chime — ^ 
The heath, where winter now rolls along 

The rage of his mountain tide. 
Once saw the pride of the regal throng 
Mingle its courtly halls among, 
While sweet and wild the soul of song 
In varied echoes died i 



Oh Tara ! but 'twas fair to see 
Thy court's assembled majesty ! 
All that man deems great or grand, 

All that God made fair ! 
The holy seers, the minstrel band. 
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Heroes bright and ladies bland^ 
Around the monarchs of the land 
Were mingled there ! 



Art thou the festal hall of state, 
Where once th^Rvelj and the great. 

The stars of peace, the swords of honour, 
CheerM by the ever gracious eye 

V 

Of Erin's native majesty, 
GlitterM, a golden galaxy. 

Around the great o'GoNOB ! 
And did these ruined ivy'd walls 
Once glow with gorgeous tapestry i 
And did these mute and grass-grown halls 
Once ring with regal minstrelsye? 
Chill is the court where the chief of the hills 

Feasted the lord and the vassal. 
And winter fills, with its thousand riUs, /i 

The pride of o'Conok's castle ! 



t 
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Oh, it is good, thou mouldering pile, 

To see thy sad decay— 
Thou art the emblem of the isle 

Where once thy Lord had sway: 
The isle where once the sluirt and sage 
Mellow'd the fireik of a tropUed ag^ 
The isle irhene fiberly wanreri the wing, 
And echo hung on the mkialFri'a stviftig : 

. The isle of the fair, 
The isle of the free, 
Thou, mouldering pile, ift now like tiiee. 
Like thee, the heart s£ the hero it cold ; 
Like thee, the tale of Ar h^io is told. 
All the pride of Idbe regei^ hour. 
All the bloom of beatity'a beiwer,i 
All the rtfja of thei giraia«!gt^» gen» 
That flamed in Ebin '» diaflhin^ 

Are faded, lifatr:thymMdi^weir! - 



' ■ . - . i 
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Yet still, all mouldering as thott art, 

All featureless and rude, 
Sweet is the sigh that swells the heart 
While musing on thy solitude ! 
Gone are the glories of thy doLy ; 

Yet such a scene 

Tell^ Ebiv's sons, Jtho^h passed awwjry 

They yet have been. 
Oh ! if e'en from the silent call of deaA; 

Spirits regenenite aseend the defy 
Child of my country'a pfiuiae amid this bealh 
There is a magic in ha memery 

That must not die*. 

Alas! and shall thai iigeA pj|# 
Never in ancient splesdoor nik } 
And shall the lonely owlet Itoot 

For ever through jlB«irf?4'"'^att I 
And shall no more the lover's lute 
Awake the happy signal-call, 
Or grace the pleasures of its stately hall ? 



• 1 .v*^ \\:. . .. 
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Oh n^ver ! if in evil hour 
A foreign foot attaint our soil ! 

Ob never ! if the despot's power 
Pollute our pure — our lovely isle ! 

His aid is murder in dbguise ; 

His triumph^ freedom's obsequies; 

His &ith is fraud — his wisdom, guile ; 

Creation withers in his smile.. 

Mid ruin upon ruin hurled^ 

He flames, the MtavL <^ the world ! 

No offering can avert his wrath, 

No human feeling cross his path. 

See Spain in his embraces die,. 

His ancient friend, his firm ally ! 

See hapless Portugal, who thought . 

A common creed her safety brought--- 

A common creed ! alas, Hb life; 

Has been one bloody^, impious strife ! 



,. . . . .ir if. t J . 
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Beneath his torch the altars burn 
And blush on the polluted urn ; 
Beneath his christian foot is trod 
The symbol of the christian God ; 
The plunder'd fane, the murder'd priest^ 
The holy pontiff's age oppressed, * 
Religion's blush, and nature's sigh, 
Proclaim Napoleon's piety ! ! 



Where'er his locust legions veer 
Ruin and woe and want are there, 
And dreams of future murders sweep 
Across their fever'd hour of sleep. 
Thus, mid the desert's careless blight, 
A Yulture pauses in his flight. 
And on some rock's congenial breast 
Unwilling takes his wither'd rest. 
Again on rapine's wing to rise 
The taint and terror of the skies. 
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Peasant of EaiN-^iliiAk on thisy 
Encircled by domestic bliss : 
And when with wife and childrai dear 
You take your sweet, though homely cheer, 
Teach them to Uera their heavenly Sire 
That they enjoy their evening fire, 
And live where they can share with thee 
The profits of their industry. 



I love thee, Ebin ; yet befi>re 
The Gallic fiend diould taint thy shore, 
Myself would seize the flaming brand 
And bum the verdure of th^ land. 
In vain has Nature blessed our isle 
And banished venom firom its soil,-— 
In vain adorned our landscape green 
With hill and vale and varied seoae,— 
In vain with music filled our biakes. 
With tufted islets gemm'd our Idkee, 
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And such bigh inowitaiB«glories sbed 

That heaven rests upon their head,-* 

In vain bestowed us beauty bright *" 

To grace the day and Uess the night,«— 

If thus we trust the tempter's voice 

And violate our paradke ! 



A purer star ascends the sky 
And beams its radiance from on high, 
On many a glorious trophy won. 
And many a deed of valour done, 

Adorning thy captivity I 
Sweetly it smiles — as if to say, 
Soon, soon shall dawn the rinng day 

Of such a nation's liberty. 
Strange— *that a noble, generous land, 
Enabling others to witbitaad 
The foreign tyrant's fierce command, 

Should not itself be free ! 
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Strange — that a warrior, bold and braye^ 
Should o'er the foe his banner wave, 

Yet reap no fruit from victory! 
No matter what the bar to fiime, 
Nor how disqualified the claim, 
Erin has sent her warriors bright 
To win the laurels of the fight ; 

From him, her chief and champion bold, 
Down to the simple peasant-name 
Whose whole nobility is &me : 
He, who on Barossa's height 
Stopp'd the Eagle in his flight 

And spum'd its crest of gold. 
No, not a trophy of the day 

Which Erin did not bear away 1 



And see, where comes the god of war, 
In his blood-emblazon'dcar ! 
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Its front of fire — its seat of steel^- 

The forked lightening is its wheel ; 

And see, triumphant'with him, see 

The laurell'd goddess Victory ! 
They pause — she waves her falchion sharp, 
Sounds her high horn and leans upon the Harp ! 



Sudden, the glories of the elder day, 
Roused at her call, in splendid vision play : 
Tradition's cloud moves slowly on her isight, • 
Gemm'd with the stars of legendary might ; 
A smile celestial bails th^ laurell'd train, ' ' > - 
Such as of old, upon tbe^ battle plaill,. 
Beam'd on their helmed heads ttiumphant o'er the slain ! 
Nor deepi it strange, a stnile «o bland 
Should greet that bra^e, lietoit band ; '' 
For though, through time s dark vista, we ' ' ^ > ' 
Their twinkling formsbut faintly see,* >> >' 



# 
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They bnrn as brillifmtly ab^ve, 
Fann'd with the breath of HBgerp loye. 
As when they deck'd their distwt dny 
With glory's pure p^ridl^n f^y^ 



Not Pst7I9766n'9 upflyinf imm^y 
Not Fontbnoy's eternal feme, 
Nor e*en Cremph a'« clgsai^ ftim^i 

With piiiw lustre play^ 
Monarcihi jmy ftl) benwth ibw loam 

Ages elupiffi apd oMions die, 
But, round tb9 hertz's hulUw'd biowii 
Pure and imp^ri9b»lile, glowi 

Th^ keih of fftfmify. 

Still, hovering round thfUk fOital ligH 
Angels aw^ tlieip airy lyre, 

And still, to jfeed th^t visimi bright, 
The comet rolk his flood of fife ! 



• 
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Thus, Wellington, when from us here, 
'Mid bany a mourning nation's tear, 
Thy glowing orb must disappear. 
It shall arise, 
In brighter skies. 
Our path to cheer ; 
And many a future child of war, 
Amid the battle's adverse sky, 
Shall watch afiir 
That holy star, 
Still leading oji to Tictory : 
And he shall see that le^ing light 
Girt with many a fiatelUto t 
The heroes niQw whp fling their sliiald 
Before thee in the battle-field, 
*When thou 9|rt gop^ 
Shall guard thj throne, 

I 2 
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Superb, on high, 
Still catch thy day, 
Reflect its ray^ 
And cheer their isle 
With the bright smile 
Of constellated majesty ! 



Rich in hereditary feme, 

Rich in his own ennobled nanie^ 

Rich with Egypt's garland fkir, 

But richer in his country's prayer, 

'Mid trophies without'envy won, 

Thy orb shall circle, Hutchinsok. 

And Cole shall shine 6'er Maida's field. 

And Pack, unknowing hoiv to yield ; 

Nor go without thy bright reward, 

Thou namc'Tedeeming Beresfobd. • ^* 



' \ 
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Nor thou, brave, laughter-loving Doyle, 
Pure symbol of thy native soil : 
Long may'st thqu lead thy hero band, 
Guards of their Prince and glories of their land ! 



But, Muse, forbear— as well thy power 
Might count the varying vernal shower. 
Or leaf on the autumnal wood. 
Or billow on the wintry flood. 
Or aught fantastic shadow vain 
That flits across the wilder'd brain. 
As limit, by thy humble page, 
The deeds of each revolving age ; 
For through the retrospect of time. 
The range of every varied clime. 
Thy country's glories soar sublime. 
Yet ah ! like the pale lamps that shed 
A radiant mockery o'er the dead, 

I 3 
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Glories like theae can only Arow 

The useless pride of pompood wo6 

On the cold corse that sleeps Mow f 

Exposing but the monrnM fhte 

Of joys they can't re-animate ! 

By such sad light^ poor laUd^ we see 

The surface of thy misery*^ 
We see thee e'en by grace to riiin driven, 
A victim shivering in the smiles of heaven ! 
Thy fields untill'd, thy tacient spirit fled, 
Thy arts decay'd, thy Mght ambition dead, 
Curs'd with a creed by Providence designed 
A beacon light, a blessing to mankind ^ 
Blasted with genius, whose untutor'd force 
Rolls wildly through its mis-directed coiirse, 
All the rich gifts of heaVett profiinely spurned. 
Or plundered from thee, or against thee turhed ! 
Oh ! let me pass from such sad scenes aWay, 
To the &ir promise of an happier day. 
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When, every mist of plrejadice dispelled, 
Her fetters breken and her fiictiodft qtlelled, 
Our prostrate country shall survey Urith shame 
The &ded relicks of her ancient fame, 
Blush o'er the civil bloodshed of the fields 
Where those who conquer fall with thos^ who yield^. 
And sounding high her truoipet o'er the grave, 
Blest with the ashes of the h«dy bravtt, 

V 

Wake their tomb'd spirits to that sacred sky, 
Where peace shall jdia her hands with liberty^ 



Weak was the hand, unskill'd the tdiigue, 
And the rude lyre unMttthly fttrttti|^^ 
Which thus has sighed it^l siMj^le Strain^ 
Poor country^ &*el* Ay pf dUrftte feigki I 
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But yet^ how could I silent see, 
Though all unused to minstrelsy, 
Thy regal pride, thine ancient name, . 
Thy trophied chiefi, thy martial fiime» 
Condemned to bear the ribald jest, 
At random on thy patience cast, 
E'en by the reptile, vermin brood, 
Who feed and fatten on thy blood ! 
And yet perhaps this artless lay 

May wake my coiintry's latent fire, 
Or cheer her exile far away. 

Or string again her silent lyre. 
Haply beyond the distant sea. 

As lone and sad the waMd^er strays. 
Musing, poor Erin, upon.thee, ^ ^ 

Scene of his happy in&nt days, 

to 

Some soothing breeze may waft the song, 
Though simple yet sincere, along. 
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And griers tempestuous throb subside 
At the faint tone of former pride. 



Oh Erin ! blest shall be the bard, 
And sweet and soothing his reward, 
Can he but wake one patriot thrill 
For days^ though gone, remember'd still ; 
Whatever may be his humble lot, 
By foes denounced — ^by fiiends forgot. 
Thine is his soul — ^his sigh— his smile — 
Gem of the Ocean !— lovely Emerald Isle ! 



NOTES ON TEdS l»OfiM. 



Look on Brian^s verdant grave* — Page 18. 

THBdiOBt Yigorous and dangerous etieiily whittti tlte 
northern foreigners experienced in Ireland^ #iiil thfe 
faero, so celebrated in the annals o^ his cotintry hy 
Ae liam^ of << BriAn Bonfiottifii" The infikitrjr, (ff 
fidan was spent ih the field^ iik which, whett geti^nl to 
IM brother the king of Miinstei'^ he particularly dis- 
till^ished hittiself against the Danes who had iiltaded 
Ifiiktid. On his bfbther's death he was chosen Kihg, 
Utid his reign presehts a bright assetnbliige of dtfery 
Tii'tue which 6an ehdear the ht&Aft) Und ev^ry talent 
which cati adbiti the teuton, tn war, tictdfy pnfttlted 
his path; iti peac^^ th6 arts eifibeUi§hied his repttod. 
Ptf^f^ tespetted, oppi'^ioti pttttished, religion V^ 
m^t^ted, inViisioil crushed, lit6l^ttl^e ehcourtigi^, tad 
liW ttk&intaitied, wetl» th^ i^^^tied chuyaefeHMicki ^ afi 
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age which the historian records with delight, and the 
monarch may study with improvement. A fresh irrup- 
tion of the Danes called the venerable herp again into 
action, and the sanguinary achievement of Clontaaf 
closed, at the age of eight^'Cightp the glorious career 
of a sovereign, whose ^^ hand was bent on war, but 
^^ whose heart was for the peace of Erin." 

The following curious description of the Battle of 
Clontarf is extracted from O'Halloran's Histort 
OP Iaeland. 

^^ At the head of thirty thousand men highly ap- 
^^ pointed, Brien marched into Leinster, about the 
^^ beginning of April 1014, in three divisions, and 
<^ was joined by Malachie, King of Meath. He en- 
'^ camped, as he had done the year before, near Kil- 
<^ mainham ; and after both armies viewing each other 
<^ for some time, it was agreed to determine the &te 
<^ of Ireland by a general battle on the plains of Clon-f 
^^ tarf. Early on the S3d of April, . being Good-Eriday, 
<^ the Danes appeared formed in three separate bodies 
<^ for battle, and by their dispositions Brien regulated 
^< his own. The auxiliaries from Sweden and Den- 
^' mark, consisting . of twelve thousand men, among^ 
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** whom two thousand were heavy armed, com- 
^^ manded by Brodar and Airgiodal, formed' the right 
« division. The left, of nearly an equal number^ 
" commanded by Sitric, composed of the Danes of 
<^ Ireland and their associates, and the centre com- 
^* posed of the flower of Leinster, under the di- 
^^ rection of Maol-Mordha, who acted as general in 
^< chief, formed the enemy's disposition of battle. It 
<^ was judged that by placing the troops in this manner^ 
^^ under their own leaders, it would raise a spirit of 

^ generous eimilation among them, and that they would 

• 
^^ vie with each other in feats of bravery. The right 

^ wing of the imperial* army was compo^ of the 
<^ household troojis, filled ' up by the prime nobility of 
^ Munster. . The inf vincible tribe of Dalgais, with all 
^ the princes of 'firien's blockl, w^re dlsb of this'divi- 
^< sion, and Malachie widi the forces of Meatfa. This 
^^'Was to be commanded by Morrogh, and Sitric, 
^^ ^Priiice of Ulster. In the left Wing, comknandedb|r 
^ thie Kiii]g of Connaught, all the Conaciaii tTMps 
^^ iwwe placed; but, as it did not ibrm so exteiided a 
<^ line'as the enemy '<8, several detachments Were/ added 
^ to it The tsroaps of SpflMh Miinstqr^ under their 
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<< differiiQt <^ieft, with tbose of the Deanee, fimned 
^ ilip central division. 3rien rode through the nmka^ 
^ wkb his crucifix in oiie hand and his drawn swor4 in 
^ the other. He exhorted them, as they passed alpoff^ 
<^ to do their duty as duristians and soldiers ip the 
^^ cavse of religion and th^ country : he reminded 
^^ tbeoi d all the distresses their ancestors were re« 
^ dqced fe> I9 t|i0 perfidioqfl and sanguinar}' Ofti^es^ 
^^ strangers to religion fmi bwwnity : that these, thei» 
if spi^^essprss wsftt^ jlipip^^tiy tP renew the iwne 
<( feepea (pf derastatinn m^4 onidty, and by wi^ ii€9^ 
^ £^pft4on .(fivijw he) th^ haye fixed on the very ^y 
*^ on whifih Gkmt was crucified to destroy Ae ^nntry 
i^ ntlm greatest ▼otariies ; birt that God, wh(«e mpse 

<< ym are to fight^ will be pmsmt wUb yq* and iteli^ 

<< ver his enemies into your hands, fifo saying^ h^ 9T^ 
^^ aeedeid tpwairds the (m^tf» tp lead his • tronpa to 
^< aptjon ; but the chiefs of Ae armyi witk otm vqice^ 
^f n^nested he wonld retire frem the field of baifle on 
^ a^^nnt of his extreme ag^ and k»ve to tiio gaUant 
^^ jdorrogh the eUef command. At eight in the mom- 
/ ^ ing the signal lor shraghter was given. The Dalgais 

^^ with tbewbplbd right wHiginardMto atttck, ewmrcl 
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(^ gifi^ I hot an unoopuHMNi Mt of mimrdiee M^trea- 
^ dh^rj bad Mbp to bavo destroyed tbe vbole aimy^ for^ 
^ at ttis vwy critical momeBt, Maladiio witb bis lieaib- 
^ jajiMi retired suddeely fren tbe field of battkfi leaving 
^ <b^ rest of tbis body exposed to a &r freator iiam- 
^^ ber of eaf lilies. Bat Morrqgb^ witb great. {Mresenee 
^ of saindy called oat to bis brave Dalgais, tbal (bis 
^ was tbe time to distinguish tbMBseives^ as they alone 
^ wxH^d have <be unrivalled glory of eutting off that for* 

^ asidaUe body of tbe enemy. And now^ while dose 

* 

^ engaged witb b^ttle«axe, sword, and dagger, on tbe 
^ sigbt^ the left, nnder tbe command ef the King of 
^ Cpimaugbt, hastened to engage the Danes of Lain- 
M etor ABd their insalav levies, wUlst the droops of 
<< Seath Mnastev attacked the apostate Ifaol^lordfaa 
^ and hh degenente Lageaians. Never was gveater 
^ animosity, perseveram^ aod intrepidity difflayed 
^ in any bnttle tban this, as every thing depeadeib on 
^^ 9gm three and eonrage. The sitaation of i the 
^ groand admitted of no ambuscade^ and none were 
^^ used. They fought man to s^an, and breM fo 
^ bveaat, and tbe vielsfrs ni one rank Ml vietii^s in Ae 
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'^ next i ^ The- officers and generala perfumed pro* 
^^ digies of' valour. - Mor^ogb,^ bisr^ son Turlogfa,' his 
^^ brethren .'^ and ' kinsmen,'< flewvfirom ;phice to pliace^ 

» 

^ and every where left thesanguihary. traces : of their 

^ courage and their fortitude..' The f<Hrtitude displayed 

^^ by Morrogh determined <}arolus and 'Conmaol^ tw^ 

^< Danes of distinction, to attack in conjunction this 

^^ prince, and both fell by his sword. It was obs^red 

^^ that he, with other chiefs, had 'retired from the 

^^ battle more than once, and after each return seemed 

^^ to be possessed of /redoubled force. It was to slake 

^^ • their . thirst and cool ' their bands, swdled with the 

•^^ use /»f^ the. sword and battle-axe, ia tan iadjoihing 

•^^ibiboh,-over which a. small guard rwaSi'placedy'lind 

^ this the Danes soon^idestroyed. .Oii^ rejoining his 

^f troops . the last : time,; Sitric^MacnLiodflfi^, with a 

» 
^^ body of Danes, was aoaking a. fresh) attach on. ^fae 

^ Dalgais — him Morrogh singled out, and mthji' blow 
^^ of bis battle-axe divided hi&(:bQdyi id ilwfoy. through 
^^ his armour ! The other Irish cpmmw^l^ Ja -like 
^<' niannept distinguished themselw^.thbnjgh 'theirt.iiBx- 
^< plqits are not so particularly narrated ; mid it iR>uld 
^ seoray from* the' number i^f fMdme ;iiobiiity. .that i fell 
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*^ on both sides, that besides its being a general 
'^ battle, the cbie& on each side every where singled 
^^ out each other to single combat. 

^^ The courage of the Irish was not to be subdued. 
^^ Till near four o'clock in the afternoon did the 
^ issue of the. day remain doubtful, and then it was 
^ that they made so general an attack upon the enemy 
^J that its force was not to be resisted. Destitute of 
^* leaders, and of course of order, the Danes gave 
^' way on every side. Morrogh, at this time, through 
^^ tiie uncommon use and exertion of the sword arm, 
^ had both his hand and arm so swelled and pained 
<^ as to be unable to lift them up. In this condition 
^^ he was assailed, sword in hand, by Henry, a Danish 
<^ prince ; 1iut Morrogh, closing in upon him, seized 
<< him with the left hand, shook him out of his coat 
^ of mail, and prostrating him, pierced his body with 
^* bis sword, by forcing its pummel on his breast 
^ and pressing the weight of his body on it. In 
^^ this dying situation of Henry, he nevertheless seized 
<^ the dagger which hung by Morrogh's side, and 
^< with it gave him, at the same instant, a mortal 
^< wound. The Dane expired on the spot, but Mor« 

K 
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'^ rogh' lived till next morning, employing the inter* 
<^ mediate time in acts of piety and devotion ; in 
^^ making, says my manuscript, a general confession, 
^ receiving the encharist, and dying -^b aniieroand a 

w 

" christian should die. .^ - ^ - . ... 

^^ The confusion became general through the Danish 
^^ army, and they fled on every side. Corcoran, one of 
^' the monarch's aides-de-carapy seeing the standard of 
^^ Morrogh ^truck^ for this- notified the &11 of thexbie^ 
^Vand in the general. Reroute unable .to distinguish 
^^ friend from fi>e,* concluded >that the. imperial army 
^^ was defecLted.- •He hastily entered thet tent i>f«Brian^ 
^^ who was on his knees bef(»re a/iiruoifixy and re^^uest- 
<^ ed he would immediately mount Jiis horse. 4ind 
'^ escape, iTor ajil was lost, f Do yoo,' said the bero, 
^^ < and my other attendants fly« It was to. conquer 
^^ <or die 1 cam& here, and my enemies, sballi.not 
^^ ^ boast the killing of me by inglorious, wounds.' 
^' So saying, he seized his ^word alid,>batt}e<*axej^ln^ 
^^ constant companions in> war, and resolutely waited 
^ the event. In the general confusion, firodar and 
^* a few of his followers entered the i^yaltent.^ He 
^^ was armed from head to. (6ot^ Md yet the galllint 
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'* old chief pierced his body through his coat of mail ! 
^^ two more of his attendants met the same fote, and 
^^ Brian received his death bj a fourth. 

^« The iutrepid Sitric, Prince of Ulster, the faith- 
^^ fill companion of Brian in all his wars, was witness 
^^ to the death of Morrogh, and, revenged it by that 
^^ of Plait, a Danish knight of great intrepidity, and 
^' by 'Others of less iiote» Eagerly pursuing Brodar 
^^ wd his party, he saw them enter the tent of 
^ Briany and cut to pieces the remains of them. But 
^^ when he . beheld the aged monarch extended on 
^^ the ground his grief was extreme. He threw 
^^ himself on the dead body ; the mapy wounds he had 
^ received in the battle burst forth afresh ; he refused 
^^ every assistance, and expired in the arms of his 
<^ friend and faithful ally. 

<( Thus fell the immortal Brian, one of the most 
^^ jiniforiiUy perfect characters that history can pro- 
^^^uce^i la ^ twenty-five different rencontres, and 
ff twenty foun^ .pitched battles, did he engage his 
A^ Popish and rPther.. enemies^ and victory alwaj^ 
f^ ill^ded.Uis ^t^ndard Li But if he was terrible tp 
^Mm weoiiesJa.theiifield^Jhe was mild and merciful 
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^^ to them in the cabinet, and during his whole reign 
^^ a single act of cruelty or injustice cannot be laid 
^' to his charge." 

The learned Vallancey has given the subjoined 
accurate account of the Harp belonging to Brian Bor- 
hoime, now in the Museum of Trinity College, Dublin. 
I have myself seen the instrument. His harp, crowd, 
and other regalia, were given to the Pope, as the 
price of some indulgence, by one of Brian's sons, 
and deposited in the Vatican, where they remained 
till Henry the YIII. got the harp, with the title of 
Defender of the Faith, from His Holiness, who however 
kept the crown of pure gold. Henry gave the harp 
to the Earl of Clanricarde, and down from him its 
identity has been accurately traced. 

^^ The harp is thirty-two inches high and of ex* 
^^ traordinary good workmanship. The sounding- 
^^ board is of oak; the arms of red sally. The 
^^ extremity of the uppermost arm, in fronts is caj^ped 
'^ with silver, extremely well wrought and chisselled ; 
^^ it contains a large crystal, set in silver, and under it 
<^ was another stone now lost. The buttons or oma- 
^^ mental knobs, at the side of this arm, are of silver. 
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^^ On the front arm are the arms of the O'Brian family 
'^ chased in silver — the bloody hand supported by 
^^ lions. On the sides of the front arm, within two 
^^ circles^ are two Irish wol&do^ cut in the wood. 
^^ The boles of the sodnding-board, where the strings 
'^ entered, are neatly ornamented with escutcheons 
^' i>f brass carved and gilt. The large sounding-holes 
^^ bave been ornamented probably with silver, as they 
^^ have been the object of theft. This harp has twenty- * 
^^ eight keys and as many string-holes, consequently 
'^ there were so many strings. The foot-piece or rest 
^' is broken off, and the parts to which it was joined 
^ are very rotten. The whole J>ears evidence of an 
^^ expert artist."— Fo/^ney'^ Collectanea de Rebus ' 
JBibemicis^ No. IS. 

Soul of the Seneacha. — I'age 18. 
A name for the old Irish bards. 
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J B^yth^ tongU0 of Columlikille ! — Page 20. . ; 

<^ It n to be observed)?' sajsi Keating, '' HuLt^St 
^ Coldmcille^ i<rhose iflemory is so valuable amon^tli^ 
^^ ancfent Irhh^ was called origidaUj, at hisbaptkni^ 
^ by tbeitahie CriomthaAl : and if we brieve tb^ book 
^< that gives an^acdounft of his t^fsion, whose testimony 
^^ may* pei^ftj^^' be questioned in sdnie partkulam^'^his 
^ gnkrdiatt angdl^ ' who always ^ittended^biii^" was 
^^ knowi^ Uythei^kne of Axali ; and hi»'evil ^^gtmiusr, 
^ Wlio fblloWedliifA as a j^agiie to infeitt his tiilBdmnd 
<^ inspire him with, wicked thoughts and iii|>ioas^e- 

m 

<< signs, was called Demal. The change of his name 
'' happened when he was under the tuition of Flo- 
^^ rence, who was the tutor that instructed him in the 
'' doctrines of religion, and had the principal care and 
'' management of his education. This master allowed 
<^ his pupil the liberty of one day in the week to divert 
'^ himself, and go to the neighbouring town to play 
'^ with his companions, who were youths of the same 
^^ age ; and being a child of a very modest and agree- 
'' able disposition, his company was desired by all the 
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^< children in the countrj, who, upon the' day that he 
^' was to go abroad, would go to the door of the mo^ 
*' nastry to receive hiqi, and when thej isaw. him 
^^ coming to the gate, they. would, from a transport of 
'^ joy, lift up their hands and cryy here corner GoIiLum- 
^' NA-ciiiLE, which in the Irish language signrfies the 
" Pigeon of the C%KreA /( fi)ir he was- a child distin- 
'^ guished for his meek behaviour, "and tfad title was 
^^ applied to him with great propriety. When the 
'^ Abbot Florence, who was bis tutor, observed the 
^^ name his.comjpanipps ^I^ad. bestovfed on him, he 
^^ begaato jtbijoJiU waf[tIf^:wiU.of H^ should 

^^ be sf( .csJlec^3f.and.fi;pm..jthat hqgave him the 

^ title of Ca]4i4UAi Qille, and never used the name 
'' of Griomtiban which had been bestowed bnhim at 
« his bdptisito." 

Amongst the old poemb concerning bim we find 
several curious records. 

" This pious saint ai a religious penance 
'^ Laiy oh' the cold ground 5 and through his' garments 
. . ^ Hi6 bones looked sharp and meagre. His poor cell 
Was open to the inclemency of the wiuds^ 
Which Uew through the unplastered walls.*' 
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We find his appearance at the Council of Dromaeat 
thus alluded to. 

^' St. Columcille arrived at Dromceat^ 
'' Followed by a retinue of his clergy; 

By twenty prelates of superior order^ 

By forty presbyters and fifty deacons^ 
^' And thirty students in divinity 
*' Not yet ordained." 

He has a particular right to poetic celebrity, as the 
^me quaint verse informs us. 

^ The poets were secured from banishment 

'^ By CoLLUM CiLLE^ who^ by his sage advice^ 
Softened the king's resentment^ and prevailed 
That every Irish monarch should retain 
A learned poet ; every provincial prince ' 

** And lord of a cantred were by right allowed 

'^ The same privilege lind. honour." 
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Of Conn of the hundred fights. — Page W. 

An old Irish monarch,, whose bravery was such that 
his name has descended to us with the superb title of 
^^ Conn of the hundred battles/' He reigned Iwentjr 
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years, and was assassinated in the royal palace of Tara 
by fifty men, habited as women, eniployed*by the King 
of Ulster. 



Of CormaCy heart of fire. — Page 20. 

This philosophic king was proclaimed in the year of 
Christ 254. During his celebrated reign he. instituted 
three universities at Tara ; one devoted to the improve- 
ment of the art of war, a second to history, and the 
third to law. It was he who appointed the ten officers 
to attend the throne, so quaintly enumerated in the 
following old poem. Having lost an eye, he was 
obliged, by the law, which forbade a physical defect 
in any Irish sovereign, to abdicate the throne. He re- 
fired to a small rural retreat, called Anacoil ; where, 
in the dignified seclusion of philosophy, he wrote his 
two enlightened treatises, entitled ^^ Advice to a 
^^ King,"* and " The Obedience due to Princes.'* — ' 

How truly regal was such a>;retiren]tent. 

'' Teil royal officers^ for-ttse «Ad«tate^ 

*^ Attend die courtj and on thd mohaich^wdt. ■•. ■ 
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'^ A NoBLiM AN^ whose Tirtuous actions grace 
'' His bloody and add new glory to his race^ 
A JuDOE^ to fix the meaning of the laws^ 
To save the poor and right the injured cause ; 
A grave Physician^ by his artful care 
To ease the sick and weaken'd health repair ; 
*^ A PoBT^ to applaud knd boldfy blame^ 
'* And justly give id infslmy or fkihe /'' 
'' iBot without faim the ftvshest laurels 'f4de^ 
*^ And Wee to dark oblivion is b^ra^ed. 
" The next attendant was a faithful PiftEkt, 
* ** Prophetic fiiry roU'd within his breast j 
'' Fdl of his Gody he tdls the distant d6oiii 
** Of Kings unborn and ages yet to come; 
** Daily he worships at the holy shrine, 
'' And pacifies his God with rites divine ; 
*' With constant care the sacrifice renews^ 
** And anxiously the panting entrails views* 
** To touch the harp the sweet Musician bends^ ' 
*^ And both his hands upon th^ strings extends $ 
The softest soul flows from each warbling string. 
Soft as the Inree^eS of the breathing spring ! 
'' Music has power the passions to controol' 
*^ And^tnne the harsh disorders of the sod* 
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^' ThiiAMxiATtARY by his skill reyeab 
** The race of kiogs^ and all their offspring tells^ 
'* The spreading branchy of the roj^l line, 
. f^ Traced out by him> in l^fiting records «hiae« 
^' Three officers in lowest order stand. 
'' And when he drives in state attend the King's commaiid. 
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^ AtJCirwcafs great ^ neglected name. — Page 27.. 

•• Kii«(¥aA-^^^ the glory 'of 'the priestbood axu^-tbe 
^ ahame*," ^hB powers of -tibis amaziDg mam w^re 
Ml t|ti<i8c6iidsii^y ^hat, when jb^ preached, it was found 
B€^9)»ia#ajf y ^ojfpcround the chinrch witb an armeid &>ipq»^ in 
0fdeF<to guard against the impatient multitudes lybidi 
assembled to hear hiau In the course of hi^ 4^d^ 
mission he obtftiped, in the cause of charity, above 
<s^60)000, ""and at length fell a victim to his great and 
oontimied exerticMtiJ r 

o A remember, when in college^ meeting the funeral of 
Kirwim ; dt ^as attended by^the children of every cha^ 
li^Mediool in Dublm : wid a . siid sight it was^ jto^ee 
the widow and the fatherless ip the procession of tbeir 
departed benefactor. Those, wbotlure aa|uainted with 
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the usual routine of church preferment will hot be sur* 
prised to hear that this inspired genius, after a lon^ 
probation of poverty, was rewarded by a dea$iery of 
ji600 a f/ear^ in a miserMe fishing village in Irdand ! 
Paul preached in the wilderness ! 

<< He called forth/' said Mr. Gratkn iti the Irish 
House of Commons, ^^ the latent virtues of the human 
^^ heart, and taught men to discover in themselves a 
^^ mine of charity, of which the proprietors had been 
^^ unconscious : in feeding the lamp of charity he ex- 
<< hausted the lamp of life. He comes to interrupt the 
^^ repose of the pulpit, and shakes one world with the 
^ thunder of another. The preacher's desk beoomeft 
<< a throne of light. Around him a train, not such as 
<^ crouch and swagger at the levee of viceroys — ^horse^ 
^^ foot, and dragoons, but that wherewith a great ge- 
^^ nius peoples his own state— charity in ecstacyand 
<^ vice in humiliation : — Not as with you, in cabinflt 
^ against the people, but in humiliation— Yanity, arro- 
^< gance, and saucy empty pride, appalled by the re* 
<< buke of the preacher, and cheated for a momeht 
^ of their native improbity and insolence. What 
^ reward ! St Nicholas without or 8t Nicholas widi- 
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<^ in ? The curse of Swift is upon him, to have been 
^^ born an Irishman — to have been a man of genius and 
<^ to have used it for the good of his country. Had 
^^ this man, instead of being the brightest of preachersr, 
^ been the dullest of lawyers — had he added to dul- 
'^ ness, venality -^ had he aggravated the crime of 
'^ venality by senatorial turpitude, he had been a 
^^ judge ; or had he been bom a blockhead, bred a 
^^ slave, trained up in a great English family and 
^^ handed over as an household circumstance to the 
^^ Irish viceroy, he should have been an Irish Bishop 
<^ and an Irish peer, with a great patronage, perhaps 
^^ a borough, and had returned members to vote 
^^ against Ireland ; and the Irish parochial clergy 
^< must have adored his venality and deified his dullness. 
^ But, under the present system, Ireland is not the 
^ element in which a native genius can rise, unless he 
^ sells that genius to the court, and atones, by. the 
^^ apostades of his conduct, finr the crime at his 
" nativity." - 

It is impossible to deny the truth of this melancholy 
picture. There is not a superficial' observer who uiaEy 
not see it every day exemplified in Ireland, in every 
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profession^ but above all others in the charch. : If I 
were to select one instance out of many^ it should be 
)th9t of a man^ on whom the public eye has long been 
turned* with esteem for ,hia virtue, veneration for Ihb 
.talent, and disgust at his neglect — need I mention the 
leaj^i^d, author of the work on the atonement. At the 
bar. Doctor Magee. might, have been a judge, in 
the army, a gen^ral^ or> in the i senate, a minister;-— 
bi^t in the chi^rch^.his gown apcuses.his gei^iuB, and 
lie fiides ^way before the excrescejoces ,of . wealthy 
jgnorance or the risings of decayed nobility. Happily 
|or him his splendid ^talents have placjed him bey pnd 
want ; but it is an injustice to the world that audi 
talents shpuld pine peglected 'mid the seclusion of « 
college. Ex una disce omnes. i. . 

. I confess the .stater of the church ha& often fitruc]^ me 
with extreme astonishment, and devoutly have I 
prayed for another reformation, after contrastiiig the 
lalxHrious indigence of a CRra^e, struggling fp ipip^tain 
the decencies of life on ^£^70 a year, with.tbOf(Xi0ipft- 
ratine ease of a prelate, wallowing in itA lux.urie^ii Qjjp an 
income of ^SSOfiOO. Va ndhi! Sus aique SaQ$ni»! 
Of the Irish bishops I.tbave.Jittlei knowledge: they 
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may be very good kind of men, and doubtless they 
are so. Doctpr Stock is the only one amongst them 
whose name has been in our day attached to literature. 
The remarks have, however, been extorted from me 
by the melancholy neglect of the most splendid prodigy 
the church ever produced; and perhaps, if Lord 
flarrowby would lend his intelligent mind to their 
consideration, he might infer a very simple reason, why 
^'dissenting sects are springing up lil^e mushrooms."-— 
(See his Lordship's speech on the subject of the churchy 
Jane 1810.) 



But happier thoUy fair Owenson^ to feeh-^Peige SO. 

Sydney Owenson, married to Sir Charles Thomas 
Morgan, M. D. This lady^ who moves in .the highest 
sphere of fashion, acquired great popularity by her 
various novels : particularly by that of the Wild Irish 
Girl, and subsequently by the Missionary, an eastern 
tale;- and the enlarged edition of St. Clair, or the 
Hekess of Desmond. The latter is an elegant speei- 
men of epistolary talent, and is •embellished with a 
highly finished potrait of the fiur author. 
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Oh sweet KUlamet/. — Page 37. 

To those who have not visited Killarnej, the account 
which I have given will appear an exaggeration ; but 
to those who have, it will, I have no doubt^ appear 
infinitely below reality. It is crowded with such 
vaf*ious beauties, tbut it is quite impossible for either 
pen or pencil to do it justice. Mountains of stupendous 
height, rising one above another in the most sublime 
perspective, now exhibiting all the abruptness of the 
barren rock, and now covered with forests of oak, 
within which the lakes, all studded over with islands 
of the most diversified beauty, gradudly embosom 
themselves, form a tout ensemble which no imagina- 
tion, however fertile, can surpass. 

The spectacle of hunting the red deer, which 
has now become extremely rare, and with which I 
was indulged in the autumn of 1814, is most delights 

ful. The animal is traced to his lair on the^evening 
previous to the chase, and notice having been given 
of his retreat and its discovery, the next morning the 
whole population of the village literally empties itself 
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on the lake to enjoj the diversion. The day on which 
I was so fortunate as to behold it, we counted no less 
than fortj-eight boats, all filled with well dressed 
people. The morning was most favourable, and the 
little fleet proceeded in the caution of silence till it 
arrived in a beautifiil bay formed by the finely wooded 
mountains, on the declivity of one of which the stag; 
was concealed. The boats all anchored. The moun- 
tain appeared in the most lonely solitude ; the silence 
of death prevailed all around, when. a signal gun was 
tuftiy and instantly, as if by magic, the summits of 
aH the hills appeared crested with mountaineers to 
prevent the deer's escape, which he was seen perpetu- 
ally attempting, affrighted by the chorus of a fine 
pack of stag hounds, which made the whole country 
Tocal with their music. The sudden transition firom 
the death-like silence to the enlivening animation of 
the scene, brought strongly to the poetic mind the 
fine description given by Walter Scott of the rising 
of Rhodmck Dhu's band amongst the mountains. 
After he is completely exhausted by the chase, the 
4eec generally rushes into the lake to swim across it, 
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Another peculiarity of Killarney is the arbutus 
shrub, growing to the siee of a forest tree, and lite- 
rally Ibrcing its passage through the solid marble, where 
there is not the appearance of even a grain of soil 
to sustain it. This tree is one of the greatest 
beauties of the place, and is seen to the best advantage 
in Ihe month of September, when its Uvely green 
is variegated with crimson berries. 

.September is indeed the month in which all die 
lakes appear in their fullest perfection. It. is melan«^ 
<3lloly to think that this heavenly spot, so calcidated 
1^ excite every pleasing emotion, should have beea 
]^ttuted by the misciries of warfve. But, alas, what 
part of Ireland has escaped Ihem ! They shew, on 
the verge of the lake^ the ruins of a ^Ine- old forti- 
fieation, called Ross Castle, which was enee besieged 
by the English, and has acquired, at lei^, a village 
knsiortality, by the heroisnii of o'Donohv^e, one of 
Urn 4ake heroes. The tradition of the place reports 
that he shut himself up in the eastle, and defended 
it with the most courageous obstinacy, until at length 
it began to totter beneath the artillery of the besiegers. 
:He then called his followers round him, told them 
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that he foresaw the captivity of his conotry, which he 
had done all in his power to avert, and would not 
live to witness. Having uttered these words, he dashed 
himself from the battlements into the waters of the 
lake which washed them. Such is the legend of the 
country: and there is scarce an island round the 
castle which has not been appropriated to some pur* 
pose of o'Donohue's, just as its shape may have struck 
the peasant's fancy. Thus one is called his librof^y 
another his prison^ a third his gun^ and so on; The 
villagers and mariners of th^ lake hold his memory 
in the most enthusiastic veneration, not unallayed bjr 
some degree of awe. He is supposed often to ride 
his white charger upon the waves at the sun-rise ; 
and one of the boatmen actually, offered to swear 
to me he once saw him — so atrong was the effect of 
imagination! But if evw there existed a place 
where such fancies are excusable ii/ la.^KiUaniey ; 
and indeed I do not know that it woiildtiiot be a kind 
of disappointment to find it without^ thenn. .. 
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Uncanquer*d Erin. — Page 48. 

It is the boast of Ireland never to have, been con* 
qoered.. Her first invaders, the Danes, did, it is true, 
establish a settlement in the country ; but it was rather 
the temporary haunt of a barbarous banditti, than the 
peaceful residence of established conquerors. After 
years of rapine, murder, and desolation, they were 
utterly extirpated, leaving, in place of the venerable 
monuments they had destroyed, a few rude forts and 
rocky circles, to remain at once the record df their 
crimes, their follies, and their failure. 

It is well ascertained, that the Romans never landed 
in Ireland ; and the English historians pretend, on the 
A\th of Tacitus, thiit it was from contempt, as they 
were informed that a single legion and a few auxiliaries 
wobld be sufficient for its conquest. It must not be 
forgotten, however, that this redoubted piece of infor- 
mation is, by Tacitus himself, put into the mouth, and 
derived from the authority of, a faithless Irish chieftain. 
The Irish historian relates, that so little was Crimthaui 
the king of Ireland at that time, afraid of an invasion 
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of the Romans, that he absolutely sailed to the assist- 
ance of the Picts, led an irruption into a Roman pro- 
vince, and returned home covered with its spoils. 
Surely thi^ open violence was a much greater [H:tivo«- 
cation to Rome, than tliat which tempted Cesar tof Us 
incursion on £ilgland ; and so fiir from the authority of 
Tacitus being decisive on the subject, we find him^ in 
his life of Agricola, saying, thatv the Romans wished 
io.conquer Ireland, in order that the tantalizing spirit 
0f liberty, so near them, might be taken from the view 
of subjugated Englishmen. ^^ Ut lib^tas tanquam e 
*< conspectu toUatur." 

Cassar himself was so ignorant of Ireland, that ke ' 
merely speaks of the size of it from report % ^' Hiber- 
^^ nia dimidio minor, ut existimaturj quam Britannia/' 
Why Caesar did not turn his arms to Ireland can now 
only become the theme of visionary calculation or in- 
genious conjecture. It is jhr from probable that he, 
who could squander his force among the fens of Britain 
and their ferocious natives, would look with an eye of 
contempt upon the natural and spontaneous fertility of 
Ireland. Much more likely does it appear, that the 
politic commander finding a nation of such exiMt, 




NOTES ON THE POEM* 167 

dariag and dauntless under the very eye of England, 
and of course superior itt discipline, prudently tonted 
io acquisition^ of easier accession, from the trying con* 
test with a then happilj/ united people^ where every 
heart was free and every hill was a fortress. 

The example of Switzerland, in our own day, baa 
^hewn of what such a people are capable, even against 
the opposition of science, intrepidity, i|Bd power the 
most disproportionate. Before the landing of the 
English, we have the testimony of Ireland's most un- 
blmhing slanderer, Gambrensis, that Ireland had 
extirpated her former invaders : ^^ Hibernia," says he, 
^f ab initio ab omni aliarum gentium incursu libera 
<S pennansit." 

' To the consideration of this so. much misrepresented 
invasion, which % few mendicant mnions have not 
scmpled, in the face of history, treaties, and their 
warn experience^ to magnify into conquest, we bow 
eome. Henry II. was our first royal importation from 
Britain, and he laid tfie basis of that conduct of hia 
country to^g^urs, the contemplation of which bars all 
originality in future crime, by affording a precedent 
fiMT every vice of. which the human heart is capable. 
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So &r was Henry II., bowerer, from baring conquered 
Ireland, that we find him, on the 8th of October, 1175^ 
entering into a treaty of peace with Roderic O'Connery 
as n^onarch of the country, the terms of which treaty 
are still extant in Rymer's Fcedera. This treaty was 
afterwards shamefully violated by the English, even 
as confessed by^ the English historians, and the 
example of regal perfidy found but too many imitators^ 
in after times, upon the English throne. • The Ifishy 
however, never acknowledged, at any time, the supe- 
riority of England ; on the contrary, they always held 
her inhabitants in utter contempt, as a race who owed 
to them the little civilizatipn they possessed, and repaid 
the gift with all the ingratitude of ling^ering ferocity.. 
Thus, speaking of Charles the red-handed, Geogbegaa 
says : ^ Les descendans de ce vaillant prince ne prirent 
^^ jamais des titres* d'honneur des rois d'Angleteire, 
^^ titres que la plupart des anciens Irlandois m6pii* 
^^ s^rent.'' In confirmation of this assertion, we are 
told, by Warner, that when Richard 11. landed in 
Dublin, he offered to knight some of the yung chief* 
tains, but they instantly refused him, adding that^ at 
the age of seven years, they had received from their 
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fathers much nobler dignities. The humblest Irishman 
of ancient times would have smiled at the idea of being 
ennobled by a people whom they considered, says Nu* 
brigensis^ as the scum of the ocean : '' Impurum maris 
." ejectamentum.'' 

It is not my intention here to recapitulate the conduct 
of the English down to the reign of James II., be- 
cause, whatever gratification I might feel from behold* 
ing my countrymen supporting their assailed indepen- 
dence with the ardour of patriots, the pride of freemen 
and the dignity of princes would be more than counter- 
acted by the opposite balance of atrocjiolis provocation 
and perfidious arrogance. Neither my pride nor my 
HBensibility will allow me to ransack the ruins of human- 
nature, even to adorn the decorations of our natioiaal 
structure. 

The treaty of Limerick has been kept precisely as all 
other treaties with this country were ; that is, violated 
in every particular. King William, indeed^ the Draco 
of Ireland, left to England a legsLcy of perpetual per- 
secution to ^^Ipose who proved dteir best claim to the 
regal protection, by their adherence to an hapless king; 
and to his in partieulM', because the victim wras his 
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fiither-in-law. Bat who could expect either gmtitttdeOf' 
fbrgiveness from the gloomy murderer of Gleneo ! I 
trample on the impious ashes of that Yan&l tyrant^ 
who persecuted Christianity and colonised ignonmes 
among a people, venerable ' for their simple fiiith and 
ancient learning i What a heart must he have had who 
could hunt his kindred into the very sanctuary of their 
misfortune, leaving it to fiiturp ages desolated and 
denounced, the scene (^ legalized barbarism and 
penal piety ! But may his crimes have mercy : their 
eMsequences have ceased. The christian hand of 
Gtoorge the Hid. has commenced the work of expiatios. 
Guided by Heaven, he has dismantled the penal &brick, 
leaving to future sovereigns a glorious example, by 
fbUowing which their throne will he strengthened and 
their death-bed consolatory. 



— o — 
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Bearing the now neghct^i ficcQC a2bng»-^Page 5i6. 

The scene which I have bene endeavoured to desf 
eribe, is one which the inhabilaiits of Dublin bavo bat 
too often had the misery of beholding. .Whes iii|ifli 
becomes ategnanl in our metn^lis, wkidi, I mm Borwj 
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to say, it but too frequently does, at least so far as our 
native manufactures are concerned, the starving artisans 
of the lAbertjf^ the great manufacturing district of 
Dublin, go in full procession, bearing the fleece, sadly 
decorated with bkck ribban^ through all the princi- 
pal streets^ as a sort of mourning for the miseries they 
are enduring. I solemnly assure the reader that my 
description gives but a fidnt outline of the melancholy 
original ! 



■ 1 
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Yet Goldsmith^ Orpheus of iha.mrld.^^'Page 61. 

It is quite impossible to read the tife of Goldsmith, 
and his delightful poem of tbe !{in^Teller, without feel- 
ing the strongest sympathy for ks auttior. ' After a life 
all clouded by poverty and consecrated by geniui^ihe 
died in London, fud was aU(i|^ a^i^aco in Westmin- 
ster Abbey, where his xinn siaoitfi 4Hend^ the great 
£nglish moralist, graced hi&T tbtoj^ with the following 
most desenred inscriptiw ^ ,. < a :;j 
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Tbb Monumexit is raised 

To the Memory of 
OLIVER GOLDSMITH, 

Poet^ Natural Philosopher and 

Historian^ 

Wbo left no species oi writing nntouchtd^ 

•r 

Un&dorned by his pen. 

Whether to move laughter 

Or draw tears; 

He was a powerful master 

Over the affections^ 

Though at the same time a gentle tyrant > 

Of a genitt» at once sublime^ lively^ and 

Equal to etery subject $ 

In expression at once noble^ 

Pure and delicate. 

His memory will last 

As long as society retains affection^ 

Friendship is not void of honour^ 

And readinip wants notJier admirers. 

He was bom in the kingdom of Ireland^ 

At Femes^ in the province 

Of Leinster^ 

Wliere Pallas had set her name^ 

29th Nov. 1731. 

-He was educated at Dublin, 

And died in London^ ^ 

4th April 1774. 



^ 
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And Swift the wonder of the age.— Page 64. 

A doubt has been attempted to be cast upon the 
birth-place 4>f Swift ; but an account written bj him- 
self, and now to be seen in the manuscript library of 
Dublin University, sets the question at rest. He there 
says he was born in Dublin. It is indeed fully proved 
by his own patriotic lines, in which he says : 
^' Britain^ confess ilws land of mtne, 

First gave you human knowledge and difine^ 
Our prelates and our sages^ sent from hence^ 
Made year sons converts both to God and sense. 

The following very eloquent character of this great 
man, extracted from a recent publication, has Ifeen 
attributed to the classical pen of Sir Wm. Smith, one 
of the Barons of His Majesty's Court of Exchequer in 
Ireland. ^^ On this gloom one luminary tose, aiid Ire- 
^^ land worshipped it with Persian idolatry. Her true 
^^ patriot; her first, almost her last. Sagacious and 
^^ intrepid,^^ saw, he dared. Above suspicion, he 
<^ was trusted; above envy, he was beloveSi; above 
^^ rivalry, lie was obqred. His wisdom was {Hractical 
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<^ and prophetic ; remedial for the present, wamiiig 
<' for the foture. He first taught Ireland that she 
<( might beodne a nation, and England that she might 
<c cease to be a despot But he was a churchman : his 
« gown impeded his course and entangled his eflSMrts; 
<^ Guiding a senate, or heading an aritty, he had been 
<< more than Cromwell, and Ireland not less than 
^^ Elngland. As it was, he saved her by his courage^ 
<^ improved her by his authority, adorned her bj hi$ 
<< talents, and exalted her bj Jhis fiime- His mission 
^^ was but of ten years^ and tfor -ten years only did 
^^ his persMotal ipower tmitigaie the govariment. But 
^^ though no< longer feared i^y the 'great^ ite wasf not 
^^ forgotten by the wise; his inQuence, like hiswri- 
<< tings, has survived a century, and the fonndationa 
<^ of whatever prosperity we have since ereoted, are 
^< laid in the disinterested and magnanimoiM imtriolisHi 

« of SWWT." 



TAofc, magic 5jpe»c6r.— P9ge.66. 

n^ipeasantrj atill shew, in the south' of IrdUmd, 
tte little f cottage in which Spenser wrote Ua Fidry 
Queen. 
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Nor shouldst thoUf Farquhar^ absent be. — ^Page 66. 

The last of Farquhar's plays, which he finished on 
Mb 4ea1b-bed) is esteemed hi^ best. It was writ]t^i^(in 
six weeks, during a settled illness, and he died, as he 
had often foretold, before the run of the piece was 
over. 



And sire and patriot in Quin appears! 
Who, with a soul, can nature's pang endure^ 
While Barry trembles in the tortured Moorf 
And see^ for ages shaded from our xdeWy 
MjcszfN gite Ufetoih/e revengeful Jew ! 
Clive and Comedy came together. — Page 68. 

<Xhe 4overs of the Drama record, with delight, the 
.entoUenee ol Qttin'fl Cato, Barry's Othello, and.Mack- 
1mi'« Sliyloek. This latter gentleman was the first "wbo 
wfimned the part, Shjlock having always been pfaya^ 
befi»re his -iisie, as a comic character ; he is alsowcela- 
tKmAed for im wfanifaUe conedicfli ^f <^ die Man |of the 
, World "mad ^ IiOy» MMnodtt." 
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Of Mrs. Glive, Doctor Johnson said, that what slie 
did best, she did better than Garrick. 



Or the sweet swelling echo of Albany s lyre. — Fage 72. 
Albany is the ancient name of Scotland. 



Poor Dermody. — Page 74. 

Dermody, a second Chatterton, died of want and 
disease the consequence of it, in England. See Ray- 
mond's Life. 



A rude cairn at last ! — Page 76. 

iThe cairns are heaps or piles of loose stones, very 
common in Ireland. They are supposed to have been, 
anciently, the burial places of chieftains ; and indeed, 
to this day, the custom of erecting a cairn on the Bcemt 
of any remarkable death is common amongst the pear- 
santry. To Sir W. Colt Hoare's very splendid work on 
ancient Wiltshire, I must refer those who wish for much 
curious information on this subject. The most eattra- 
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ordinary production of this kind, now in existence, is 
that of Stonehenge, on Salisbury plain, on which 
Keating, our Irish Livy, makes the following remarks: 
^^ The indefatigable Stowe, in his British Chronicle, 
^^ printed in London, in 1614, gives an account, that 
^^ the Germans or Saxons were so pleased with the 
^- fertility and air of the Island, that they barbarously 
^^ murdered, at one massacre, four hundred and eighty 
^^ of the nobility and gentry of Britain ; and that 
^^ Aurelius Ambrosius, tben King of Britain, caused 
<^ die stonea that were brought by Merlin from Mount 
^^ Claire, in the province of Monster, to be erected in 
^^ the same place where the barbarous execution was 
<^ committed, as an eternal monument of German 
^^ cruelty upon the natives of Britain." Some time 
after, Aurelius himself was buried in the same place ; 
and the same author observes, that these stones, when 
thej were fixed, were called chorea gigantum^ but now 
are known by the name of Stonehenge, on Salisbury 
plain. The historian farther remarks, that the Irish 
brought these stones with them from Africa ; and what 
Greoffrey of Monmouth observes is very remarkable^ 
ijfoX no two of those ston^ came originally out of the 

M 
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si^nie part of the country* It is, indeed, remarkable^ 
that Cambrensis himself, in some degree, confirms this 
curious record. He says, ^' Fuit antiquis temporibus 
^^ in Hibernia, lapidum congeries admiranda quse et 
^^ chorea gigantum dicta fuif 

For these opinions, I am too little of an antiquary to 
profess myself responsible. There are, however, in 
the fields around me, many similar monuments to that 
of Stonehenge, though of less extent. The stones of 
many are immense, and raised to an height, to the 
elevation of which human strength, without the aid of 
machinery, would in our day be quite inadequate. 



Perhapsy e^en then, on FingoTs arm. — Page 77. 

Finn, or Fingal, was a general of Cormac O'Conn, 
King of Ireland. He planted a colony in Scotland, 
and by incursions at the head of his fian or niilitia^ 
protected it from the Romans. He is the same whom 
Mr. Macpherson calls " King of the Woody Morven ;*' 
and in order to claim whom for Scotland, he has re- 
course to the gross anachronism of making Urn con- 
temporary with Cucullin, who reigned two hundred 
years before ! ! 
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The following rhapsody, descriptive of hira, has 
been ascribed to Ossian. '^ Finn, of the large aD4 
^' liberal soul of bounty, exceeding all his countrymen 
^' in the prowess and accomplishments of a warrior ; 
<< king of mild majesty and numerous bards. The 
** ever-open house of kindness was his heart — the seat 
*^ of undaunted courage. Great was the chief of the 
*^ mighty Fenii. Finn, of the perfect soul, the con- 
^^ summate wisdom, whose knowledge penetrated 
^^ events and pierced through the veil of futurity. 
<^ Finn, of the splendid and ever -during gloried. 
^^ Bright were his blue rolling eyes, and his hair like 
<^ flowing gold ! Lovely were the charms of his un? 
<^ altered beauty, and his cheeks like the glowing rose. 
<^ E^ch female heart overflowed with, afiection for the 
^^ her6, whose bosom was like the whiteness of the 
<^ chalky cliff! Finn^ the king of the glittering blUde^ 
^ of war.'* 



Or ihfre (Emama^s palace ro5e.-rPage 77. 
(Emuihr, the superb palace of the Kings of Ulster. 
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OUam inhaled a nation^ s zoaes. — Page 77. 

OUam Fodhla, the celebrated legislator of Ireland ; 
he was the institutor of the Feis Teamrach or parlia- 
ment of Tara. See Tara. 



Or noble Oscar died. — Page 77. 

Oscar, the son of Ossian, whose prowess has been 
immortalized by the poetry of his father. 



Though Scotia ut^ial the solace demes.-^Fage 79. 

That Ossian was an Irishman 1 consider myself fully 
warranted in assmning, notwithstanding the effranteiy 
of Macpherson's fabrication. It is not easy to. conceive 
how any one can be duped into a belief of the authen- 
ticity of Macpherson's Ossian, after considering with 
what petulant obstinacy he uniformly refused the pro- 
duction of the manuscript. The rational inference is, 
that he did not possess it ; . and if not, how absurd is 
the idea that he could have compiled a regular epic 
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poem, handed down through so many hundred jeaxB 
by so frail and faithless a vehicle as oral tradition ! As 
to the authenticity of some of the minor pieces there is 
no doubt ; and the way in which they travelled to Scot- 
land can be easily accounted for, by the circumstance 
of Finn's landing there with his Irish troops ; amongst 
whom, it is natural to suppose, the battle and hunting 
songs of their great national contemporary bard were 
in high veneration. There are few old peasants in Ire- 
land who cannot repeat many of those fragments, and 
who do not feel, even at this day, a superstitious re- 
verence for the prowess of Finn-ma«Comhal and the 
poetry of Ossian. There is no trace, however, of any 
perfect epic poem to be found, nor can any man of 
common sense expect it, after the lapse of so many 
centuries. That the Scotch have many of our customs 
and traditional songs is perfectly natural, as the colony 
will always retain some traces of the mother country. 
On this subject I refer the reader, not to any vague 
conjecture of modern days, but to the following con- 
elusive authorities of ancient writers. 

Cambbrnsis acknowledges that Niall the Irish mo- 
narch equipt«a numerous fleet to invade Britain and 
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Gaul^ and by it expelled the old inhabitants from the 
North of Britain, and peopled it. '^ Gens/' saya he, 
^^ ab his propagia, speciiicato vocabulo Scotia vocatiir 
" in hodiernum." — Topograph, Hibern, caput 16. 

GiiiDAs, a monk who wrote in 564, says, ^' Novi^ 
'^ sime venerunt Scoti a partibus Hispanise ad Hiber- 
" niam." 

The venerable Beue — '' Hibemia, propria Scota- 
" rum patria." 

Capobavius — ^^ Hibemia enim antiquitus Scotia 
" dicta est, de qud gens Scotorum.^^ 

Cesarius — " Ireland was properly known by the 
^' name of Scotia, out of which a colony of the Scots 
^^ removed and settled tiiemselyes in the country pes- 
^' sessed by the Picts in Britain." 

Buchanan (a Scotchman) — <^ Scoti omnes Hiber- 
^^ niae habitatores initio vocabaatur ut indicat Orosius ; 
^' nee semel Scotorum ex Hibernift transitum in Albft- 
^^ niam factum, nostri annates referunt." 

James the First, in his Speech at Whitehall, de- 
clares, ^' I have two reasons to be careful of the wel* 
^' fere of the Irish : first, as King of England, by 
^^ reason of the connection of the countries ; and 
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** next J. as King of Scotland ; for the ancient Kings of 
" Scotland are descended from the Kings of Ireland.^^ 

Lord Lyttleton, in his life of Henry IL allows 
^^ tbe having sent forth a colony, which has risen to 
^^ such an height of dominion and greatness, is a glory 
" of which Ireland may justly boast." 

The reason why Ireland was anciently called Scotia 
was, because it took the name of Sciotia, the wife of 
Milesius. Such are my authorities. 

■ Si quid novisti rectius istis 
Candidas imperti — si non^ his uttre mecum. 



Lo ! by the sod where classic Barry sleeps. — Page 81. 

Barry, the celebrated painter, whose beautiful 
pieces,. to be seen at the Adelphi in London, justly 
place him in the first rank in his profession. His paint- 
ing of Elysium is a rich spectacle to the eye of genius, 
aud fully justifies the (pinion of Johnson, ^^ that no 
^^ man brought more mind tt> his prolbesion.'' See 
Boswtll's lafe. 
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The shade of Carohn should come.^^FsLge 83. 

Carolan, the Orpheus of the Irish peasantry, was 
born in the county of Westmeath in the year 1670. 
Poverty, the usual fate of genius, attended him, but, 
with the usual fire of genius, he overcame it. With 
no companion but his harp, and no patronage but his 
fancy, he found an easy access to the board of Irish 
hospitality, where his wants were a sufficient intro- 
duction, and his song an ample recompence. At an 
early age he had the misfortune to lose his sight by the 
small-pox ; but such was his fortitude, that he merely 
remarked '' his eyes were transplanted into his ears/' 
In one of his love songs, however, he touches on it in 
the following beautiful and pathetic allusion. 

'' Even he whose eyes admit no ray 
Of beauty*s pure and splendid day^ 
Yet though he cannot see the light> 

^* He feels jt warm and knows it bright." 

In his rambles he met with the ' celebrated Qemi- 
niani, the same who said he found no music, on this 
ride the Alps, so original and afiecting as the Irish. 



« 
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The foreigner wishing; to surpass and perhaps surprise 
our peasant minstrel, played before him some of the 
most difficult [talian pieces; but what was his asto- 
nishment at hearing Carolan, when he had concluded, 
di&tinctly follow him through alf their variations, with 
a rapidity of execution and delicacy of touch peculiarly 
his own. 

Armed with his harp, Carolan was invincible ; and 

« 

mrhether in mirth or in melancholy he swept its strings, 
nature was his instructress and sympathy his slave. 
The child of impulse, all his emotions were involun* 
tary. When warmed into any sudden sensibility of 
feeling, his heart, if I may ^o express it, was at his 
fingers' ends. It was in one of those moments of in- 
spiration that he poured forth his beautiful pieces of 
sacred music, and that delightftil air called his Receipt^ 
*better known perhaps by the appellation of Bumper^ 
Squire Jones. 

It is a general remark, that those who have been so 
unfortunate as to lose their sight, are often compensated 
by the superior quickness of the other sebses. Of this 
our minstrel was a striking instance, as the following 
anecdote, related by Mr. Walker, will testify. Iphis 
youth be wa^ much enamoured of a peasmit girl, called 
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Bridget Cruise, who however was unpoettc enough to 
slight his advances, and they parted. After an inter- 
val of some years, Carolan went on a pilgrimage to an 
island in Lough Deargh, long venerable in the eye of 
rural superstition. On his return he found some 
devotees waiting the arrival of the boat, and taking 
the hand of a female in order to assist her on board, 
he instantly exclaimed, ^^ By the hand of my gossip 
^^ this is the hand of Bridget Cruise ; " which indeed it 
proved to be ! I^had the relation from his own moatb, 
said Mr. O'Connor, and in terms which strongly im- 
pressed me with the emotion which he felt at thus. 
accidentally meeting the object of his early affections. 

I have remarked that Carolan lived on the caaaal 
bounty of those he chose to visit. To the univert^ 
oourtesy of his welcome there is but one exception, 
and his poetic revenge affords a specimen of ready, 
and caustic satire which ought not to be omitted. In 
one of his excursions he called at an house, where he 
had always been received with the ceadth milhaJbiUhay 
— an hundred thousand welconies, — the proverbial ex- 
pression of Irish hospitality. The master of the man- 
sion was iinfortunatelj absent, and a ^^ pampered 
^< menial,'' eaUed OTlynn, drove poor Carolan away. 
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He instantly sung, accompanied bj his harp, the fol- 
lowing lines — 

'' What a pity helPs gates were not kept by OTlynn, 
^' So surly a dog would k^obody inJ* 

Severe indeed must the inhospitable prohibition have 
appeared to him, whose heart was an almshouse, and 
whose little all was public property. 

By the death of Carolan, Ireland lost the last of 
those harmonious wanderers who were the minstrels of 
her ancient happiness— the music of her summer day. 
His thoughts, his love, his soul, his very sigh, was 
Irish ; and in the melodious niorning of his national 
enthusiasm, when entertained at the residence of one 
of our fallen princes, he was heard to exclaim, ^^ Here 
^^ and here only, in thia house of O'Connor, my harp 
'^ has the old sound in it.^^ 

The following affecting anecdote will shew the amia- 
l>le estimation of his private life. A ^bort time after 
his death, his bosom friend and brother minstrel, 
M^Cabe, who had not heard even of bis illAess, went 
to see him. In* passing through the churcbyard near 
Carolan's cottage, ht met a petiMant of whom he en- 
quired for his friend. The* peasant pointed to his 
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grave ; M^Cabe tottered to the spot, and nnking; down 
on it in agony, after some moments, thus vented his 
poetic lamentation. 

** I came with fnendship's face> to glad my heart, 
'' But sad and sorrowful my steps depart ; 
*^ In my friend's stead, a spot of earth was shewn, 
'^ And on his grave my woe-struck eyes were thrown 3 
*< No more to their distracted sight remained, 
** But the cold clay that all they lov*d contained ! 
*^ And there his last and narrow bed was made, 
^* And the drear tombstone for its covering laid. 
'^ Alas ! for this my aged heart is wrung. 

Grief choaks my voice and trembles on my tongne } 

Lonely and desolate I mourn the dead, 
" The friend, vnth whom my ev*ry comfort fled. 
*' There is no anguish can with this compare, 
*' No pains, diseases, sufferings, nor despair, 
" Like that € feel, while such a loss I mourn ; 
*' My heart's companion from its fondness torn. 
^^ Oh ! insupportable, distracting grief ! 
'' Woe, that through life can neoer hope reUrfl 

Stpeet<i$igmg Harp, thy melody is o'er I 

Sweet firiendship'i voice; I hear thy sound no more ! 
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" My bliss^ my weaUh of poetry is fled^ 
^' And cv'ry joy, with him I lov'd, is dead j 
'' Alas ! what wonder (while my heart drops blood 
Upon the woes that drains its vital flood). 
If maddening grief no longer tux be borne. 
And frenzy fill the breast with anguish torn ! ** 
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Those who are unacquainted with his music may 
find some of his most beautiful airs in the Irish MeUh 
dksy where, like gems set in gold, they appear ^^ mar- 
^^ ried " to the ^^ immortal verse " of the inimitable 
Anacreon Moore. 

Carolan died at the age of sixty-eight^ and was 
buried in the parish-church of Kilronan, in the diocese 
of Ardagh. A simple tnount of grass forms his appro- 
priate monument, and pure is the tear with which 
nature's children consecrate his memory. 

Mr. Walker, in his valuable treatise on the Bar^ 

r 

of Ireland, has given many of Carolan's songs and 
poemi, out of which I have selected the two fbllowing;^ 
sweet specimens, that the reader may fi>rm some idea 
of the geniu» of this self-'taiight uiinstrisl. They hare 
been translated from . the '< original 'Irish ' by Miss 
Brooke. ''''"" """''- ''"'' '- 



190 NOTES OK THE POEM. 

s 

SONG FOR MABLE KELLY, 

. By Carolan. 

** The youth whom fav'ring heavens decree 
** To join his fate^ my fair, with thee, 
*' And see that lovely head of thine 
'' With fondness on his arm recline : 

*' No thought but joy can fill his mind, 
** Nor any care can entrance find 5 
** Nor sickness hurt, nor terror shake 5 
" And death will spare him for thy sake : 

For the bright flowing of thy hair 
That decks a feice so heavenly fidr, 
*' And a fair form to match that face, 
^' The rival of the cygnet's grace, 

** When with calm dignity she moves, 
" Where the clear stream her hue imjMroves, 
*' Where she her snowy bosom laves 
" And floats majestic on the waves. 

'^ Chrace gave thy form, in beauty gay, 
'' And ranged thy teeth in bright array ; 
^* All tongues with joy thy praises tell^ 
'' And lore delights with thee to dwell ! 
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^' To thee haniibnious powtH belbn^, 
'^ That add to verse th^ chiarAis of song/ 
" Soft melody to numbers join, 
" And make the poet half divine. 



u 



« 



« 



t€ 



<€ 



As^ when the softly blashing rds6 
Close by some neigbbouririg lily glows^ 
Such is the glow thy cheeks diffuse. 
And such their bright and blended hues. 



The timid lustrd of thine eye 
^' With nature's purest tints can tie, 
'^ With the sweet blue-beirs azure gem> 

That droops upon its modest stem. 

The poets of Ierne*s plains 
*^ To thee devote their choicest straikis; 
" And oft their harps for thee are strung. 

And oft thy matchless charms are sung> 
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'^ Thy voice, that binds the liSC'tnng sdlkl, 
** That can the wildest rage cootroiil, 
" Bid the fierce crane its powers obey, 
'' And charm him from his finny prey I 

'' Nor doubt I oft its wond^rcKts ixt, 
*^ Nor henr Witii unimpassioned beairt } 
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Thy healthy thy beauties ever deao 
Oft crown my glass with sweetest cheer. 



^* Since the famed fair of ancient days^ 

^' Whom bards and worlds conspired to praise^ 

'^ Not one like thee has sii/ce appeared^ 

^* Like thee to every heart endeared* 

'' How blest the bard, oh Ipvely maid ! 
To find thee in thy charms arrayed 3 
Thy pearly teeth, ,thy flowing hair. 
Thy neck, beyond the cygnet fair. 






*' As when the simple birds at night 
*' My round the torch's fatal light, 
'* Wild and with ecstasy. elate,. 
" Unconscious of approaching fate ; 

'' So thetioft splendours of tl^ hce, 

'^ And thy fair form's enchai^tihg grace, 

*' Allure, ^o.defi^^ HP wary love, 

'^ And thousaiM)&.t;he.brigHniin prove. - ii 

'^ Even he; ^^^se hapless' eyes ho ray 
*' Admit, froinbeauty'^ Splendid day, 
" Tet, though he ca^qpt^ 3ee the li^t>^ 
'^ He feels it warm axid knows^ it bright^ 
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" In beauty, talents, taste refined^ 
'^ And all the graces of the mind^, 
'^ In all unmatched thy charms remain, 
*^ Nor meet a rival on the plain. 

Thy slender foot, thine azure eye> 
Thy smiling lip of scarlet dye. 
Thy tapering hand so soft and fair, 
^^ The bright redundance of thy hair i 

'^ Oh blest be the auspicious day 
^^ That gave them to thy poet's lay, 
*^ O'er rival bards to lift his name, 
'^ Inspire his verse and swell his fame!" 

The following is his monodj on the death of. his wife. 

^' Were mine the choice of intellectual fame, 

'^ Of spelful song and eloquence divine, 
^' Painting's sweet power, philosophy's pure flame, 

'^ And Homer's lyre and Ossian's harp were mine, 
^' The splendid arts of Erin, Greece, and Rome, 

'^ In Mary lost, would lose their wonted grace ; 
** All would I give to snatch her from the tomb,. 

'^ Again to fold her in my fond embrace ! 
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'^ Desponding, tick, exhausted with my grief; 

'^ Awhile the founts of sorrow cease to io«u— 
** In Yain— I rest not— sleep brings no relief*^ 

^' Cheerless, companionless, I wake to woe ! ' 
'^ Norbirth> nor beauty shall ag^in allure, 

^' Nor fortune win me to another bridf i ; 
^* Alone I'll Wander iMsd alone endure, 

** *Till death restore me to my dear oae'^a side^ 

*^ Once ev*ry thought and er'ry scene, was gay, 

'* Friends, mirth and music all my houw employed,— 
*^ Now, doomed to mourn my last sad yeais away, 

^' Mytifisa8olitude,-«my.heart.a void* 
*^ Alas, the change, to change again no more, 

'* For every comfort is with Mary fled, 
*^ And ceaseless apguish shall her lossdeplose^ 

'' 'Till age and sorrow join me with the<[ead ! 

'^ Adieu each gift of nature and of arti 

'' That erst adom*d me in life's early prime^ 
^ The cloudless temper and the social heurt, 

*^ The soul ethereal and the song sublime t ' 
^^ Thy loss, my Mary, ch£ised them from tnylbri^it^ 

*^ Thy sweetness cheers, thy judgment. aids no more; 
'^ The muse deserts an heart with grief oppreat^ 

^' And lost is every joy that charmed before.*' 
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In Erin's elder day. — Page 86. 

Perhaps the annals of the world cannot furnish ^ 

* 

more striking instance of the savage effects of persecu- 
tion on the human mind, than Ireland. It will indeed 
be difficult to persuade those contemplating what sh^ 
is, of tbe high station which she held at former periods; 
but unless the positive testimony of even hostile histo* 
rians be rejected, with an hardihood at which scepticism 
would blush, she must appear ^^ the luminary of the 
>^ western world, whence savage septs and roving bar- 
.^< barians derived the benefits of knowledge and the 
<^ blessings of religion." ^^ Many Saxons," says Lord 
Lyttleton, ^^ resorted thither for instruction, and 
>^ brought from thence the use of letters to their 
5^ ignorant.. country men. We learn from Bede, an 
^^ Anglo-Saxon himself that about the middle of the 
^^ seventh century, numbers, both of the noMes and 
^^ of the second rank of Englishmeti, retired out of 
^^ England into Ireland^ for the sake of studying theo« 
>< logy, and leading there a stricter life. And all these^ 
^ ^ Iripby whom Bede calls Scots, most willingly re- 
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^^ ceived and maintained at their own charge^ supplying 
'^ them also with books^ and being their teachers, 
^^ without fee or reward ! a most honourable testimony 
^^ not only to the learning, but also to the bounty and 
^^ hospitality of that nation. Great praise is also due 
^^ to the piety of the Irish ecclesiasticks, who, as we 
^^ know from the clear and unquestionable testimony of 
'^ many foreign writers, made themselves the apostles 
^^ of barbarous heathen nations, without any apparent 
<^ inducement to such laborious undertaking, except 
'< the merit of the work. By the preaching of theae 
^^ men, the Northumbrians, the East Angles, and the 
<< northern Picts were converted. Convents also were 
<^ founded by them in Burgundy, Flanders, Grermany, 
^^ Italy, and othet foreign countries, where they were 
^^ distinguished by the rigid integrity and purity of their 
^' manners. So that Ireland, from the opinion con- 
^^ ceived of their piety, was styled the Island of 
« Saints:' 

To this generous tribute of Lord Lyttleton maj be 

'added the equally unprejudiced authority of another 

English writer of our own day. <^ In Ireland '' (says 

Mr. Plowden) ^^ did our great Alfred receive his edeea- 
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^ tion." Bede informs us that the Anglo-Saxon kin^, 
Oswald, applied to Ireland for learned men to teach 
bis people the principles of Christianity ; and a foreign 
writer (Henrick of St. Germain) under the French 
monarch Charles the Bald, says, ^^ whj should I mcQ- 
^^ tion Ireland? almost the whole nation, despising 
^^ the dangers of the sea, resort thither with a nume- 
^^ rous train of philosophers." Camden also acknow- 
ledges that ^^ Ireland abounded with men of genius^ 
** when literature was rejected everj where else ; " 
and it is frequently related bj our writers, in praise of 
m person's education, 

^* £xemplo patrum^ commotas amore legend!^ 
'' Ivit ad Hybernos^ Sophia mirabili claros.*' 

Spenser confesses that Ireland had the use of letters 
long before England, and the younger Scaliger, cla- 
rum et yenerabile nomen, says, ^^ du temps de Charle* 
<^ magne et 200 ans apr^s, omnes fere docti ^toient 
^^ d'Irlande.'* The historian of Charlemagne, Sanga^ 
lus the Monk, asserts that the Colleges of Paris and 
Fayia were founded bj Irish monks ; and according to 
PoUdore Virgil, King Alfred sent Johannes Scotus 
Erigena, his own tutor, from Ireland, to be the first 
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public professor and teacher at Oxford. Ireland itself 
was formerly studded with seats of learning, and the 
College of Armagh alone contained/ as we are told^ 
at one time, seven tboiisand students ! However these 
bulwarks of our ancient learning may be sought to be 
undermined by the political vermin of our day, we may 
be solaced by remarking, that they were held in suffi- 
cient estimation by that pure and practical philosopher 
who, by the piety of his life, has given a currency to 
virtue, and by the splendour of his intellect, shed a 
glory on his country. ^^ I have often wished," says 
Doctor Johnson, ^^ that Irish literature were cultivated. 
^^ Ireland is known to have beien once the seat of piety 
^^ and learning, and surely it would be very accepta- 
^^ ble to all those who are curious, either in the origin 
^^ of nations or the affinity of languages, to be further 
^^ informed of the revolutions of a people so ancient 
^^ and once so illustrious." Without however having 
tecourse to the venerable authorities of the dead, per- 
haps there may be found, even in our day, some faint 
and shadowy traces of our former learning. When 
our cities and our seminaries re-echoed with the dismal 
war-hoop of persecution^ affrighted literature fled ibr 
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fefiige to the rocks and recesses of the country, where, 
mid the sanctuary of solitude and secrecy of caverns, 
she nursed her offspring in the hope, and solaced them 
with the history of better times. Even there still the 
spirit of her elder day is not forgotten. '^ Amid the 
^^ mountains of Kerry," says Mr. Smith in his history, 
^ it is well known that classical learning extends, even 
^^ to a fault, among the poorer classes ; " and O^Hal- 
Iman observes, ^^ that it is worthy of remark, this pro- 
^ pensity is most prevalent where the people have 
'^ least communication with the adjacent plains and 
^ speak pure Irish ! " Let us hope that the day is not 
fiur distant wkeu this spaft, which still lingers, shall 
be suffered to extend itself; and perhaps, should bar* 
barism again overcloud our hemisphere, Ireland may 
fibiiie in future tiraei^, as formerly, ^^ a ligut to the 

« HATIONS." 



TJie ruins frown in proud disdain. — Page 87. 

Some of the ruined castles and abbeys in Ireland ap- 
pear to have been of the noblest order of architecture, 
and io mark kn sera in the annals of that ,iUr&ted 
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country, in which the arts must have flonrished in the: 
highest degree of cultivation ; but now, alas I 

^^ Hie, inter flumina nota 

" Et fontes sacros, frigus captabis opacom.*' 

Virgil, Ecloga I. ^ 

And the spears of the brave. — ^Page 102. 

The organization of the volunteers in Ireland forms 
an epoch which no Irishman should forget, because it 
shews him of what his country, when united, is capa- 
ble. The story of that period is simply this. It had 
et^er been the plan of £nglmid to garrison Ireland, in 
time of peace, with a standing army double the amount 
c^ her own, taking into consideration their comparative 
population and extent. The fatal policy of the Ame* 
rican war, however, rendered it necessary to draft away 
a large portion of this establishment, so that, in 1778, 
the number was reduced to five thousand ; and this 
ditninished force was daily threatened with an hostile 
invasion. The eye of Europe was turned upon our 
country, and she soon exhibited an object worthy its 
attention. Suddenly the united population roee in 
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arms, and mankind saw, with astonishment, an infant 
military nation ranged under the banner of the law^ 
beaming death and defiance. on their enemies ! The' 
effect was electric — our continental enemies knew too 
well the invincible valour of the Irish to execute their 
menaces ; and thus, in the hour of need, this disloyal 
people saved England from the effects of her foUy^ 
tiiough it seems they could not shame her out of the 
iiyustice of her suspicions. 

Having thus rescued the island from foreign incur* 
sion, the attention of the volunteers was turned to a 
fertile source of contemplation, its internal grievances* 
They demanded fi free trade and an unfettered parw 
liament. So novel and bold a proposition was natur- 
ally, at first, received with some hesitation ; but the 
irresistible eloquence of our native Demosthenes^ 
wielding our former glory against our present apathy^ 
raised the national pride, and as we then thought, 
(eheu fugaces I) laid the foundations of the national 
prosperity. ^^ There was a time," said Mr. Grattan> 
^^ when the vault of liberty could hardly contain the 
^h flight of your pinion. Some of you went forth like 
^^ a giant, rejoicing in his strength, but now you stand 
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^ iike elres at the door of your own Pandenioiiiinn. 
^^ The armed youth of the country, like a tbonsaiid 
^ streams, thundered from a thousand hills, and 
^ filled the plain with the congregated waters^ in 
^ whose mirror was seen, for a moment,* the watery 
(( image of the British constitution ! The waten 
<< subside, the torrents cease, the rill ripples within 
^ its own bed, and the boys and children of the 
<^ village paddle in the brook." 



Mer banner of green and her helm of gold. — Page 102. 

This country formerly abounded with the precioos 
metals, and with gold in particular. Scarcely a year 
passes without discovering some gofget, shield or 
helmet, wrought in the purest gold, and of the choicest 
workmanship. Such relics are generally found in die 
bogs, amongst which that of Cullen, in the couatj 
of Tipperary, has acquired the name of ^^ goldeiir'' 
firom the number it contained. In Vol. YII. of the 
Archeologia there is a letter from the late Countess 
of Moira, a name embalmed in the heart of her coun- 
try, describilig a curiosity found in this bog^. 
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^^ In the year 169S," says the illustriouB writer^ 
^ some workmen cutting turf for firing in a bog in 
^ Tipperary, found a cap or crown of gold weighing 
H fife ounces, supposed to have belonged to one of the 
^' provincial kings in the reign of Brien Borhoiine." 
To this crown Harris also alludes, giving it however 
a date of ikiuch higher antiquity. He supposes it to 
htiVe been made before the Christian sera, because it 
* has not the cross, ^^ which," says he, ^^ no crown 
^ belonging to a Christian prince since that period 
^ ever^was without." It is at present preserved at 
Auglune in Champagne, the residence of the Cumer* 
ford family. Mr. Q5Halloran speaks of another crown 
weighing six ounces, found in the same bog, which, 
upon a test, was affirmed by a jeweller to have the 
least alloy of any gold he ever met. So abundantly 
indeed was this metal derived firom native mines, that 
we find, long after the Norman invasion, an act of the 
little parliament of the Pale, prohibiting the use of 
gold in horse furniture except to persons of a certain 
rank. 

* Lord Stafford, during his administration, sent to 
Charles the First, the Int of a bridle made of adUd 
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gold, weighing ten ounces, found in a bog, and an 
ingot of r silver of three hundred ounces from the 
royal mines. These mines, he tells the Secretary 
of State in one of his letters, were so rich^ that every 
fodder of lead yielded thirty pounds of fine silver. 
There are at present some gold mines in the Couiity 
of Wicklow, which however are not worked. The 
art of mining seems to have been very anciently known 
in Ireland, as those who obstinately persist in denying 
Ireland any knowledge whatever beyond that of sava-^ 
ges, may see by the following extract from Mr. Hamil- 
ton's very able work on Antrim. 

<f About twelve years ago," says he^ speaking of 
a coal mine in Kilkenny, ^^ the workmen, in pushing 
<< forward a new adit toward the coal, unexpectedly 
^ broke through the rock into a cavern. The hole 
<< which they opened was not very large, and two 
^^ young boys were made to creep in with candles^ 
<^ to explore this new region. They accordingly went 
<^ forward and entered an extensive labyrinth, branch- 
^< ing off into numerous apartments, in the mazes 

^ and windings of which they were at last completely 
^Most After various vain attempts to return, their 
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^^ their lights were extinguished^ and they sat down 

■^ together in utter despair of an escape from this 

>< dreary dungeon. In the mean time the people 

^^^ without were alarmed for their safety, fresh hands 

^' were employed, a passage was at last made for the 

'^ workmen, and the two unfortunate adventurers 

<^ extricated, after a whole might's imprisonment. On 

^ examining this subterranean wonder it was found 

<^ to be a complete gallery, which had been driven 

^^ forward many hundred yards to the bed of coal; 

'^^ that it branched off into various chambers, where 

•^ the miners had pushed on their different works; 

'<^ that pillars were left at different intervals to 

^ support the roof ; in short, it was found to be 

<^ an extensive mine, wrought by a set of. people at 

^^ least as expert in the business as the present genera- 

<< tion. Some remains of the tools, and even the 

^ baskets used in the works, were discovered; but 

^ in such a state that on being touched they im- 

^<^ mediately fell to powder. The i^ntiquity of this 

'<^ work is pretty evident from this, that there does'ncit 

<< remain the nf ost remote tradition of it in the cbun- 

<^ try. But it is still more strongly demonstrable 



906 NOTJI8 OK THE POEM. 

^^ fro^i a Dfttural process which has taken place since 
^•^ it^ formation ; for stalactite pillars had been gene- 
^ rated, reaching from the roof of the pit to the flocnr, 
^^ and the sides and supports were found covered 
'^^ with sparry incrustations, which the present work* 
^^ mw do not observe to be deposited in any definite, 
•^* sp^ce of time." 

Leinster! if birth alone had made thee great. — ^Page 104. 

The only Duke in Ireland, the descendant of a noble 
j^e of ancestry, and the source, in himself, of that 
purest of all titles, a genuine nobility of heart. The 
name of James, Duk^ of Leinster, can never be foi^ 
f^ten by. the Irish people while gratitude liogen 
.amragstr them. He w^sr unanimously chosen com- 
nander of the volunteers of the metrcqpolis at that 
trying aera. ^^ A man,"^ says the venerable Gratitan^ 
/.^ -whose accom|)lishments gave a grace to our cause, 
•^-and whose patriotism gave a credit to our noUea^; 
^^ whom the rabble itself could not see without venera- 
.^ tion, as if they bdbeld not only something good foot 
^ saored ; a man who, drooping and fiunt when we 
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^^ begun our struggle^ fin*got his infinnity, and found 
^Hn the recovery of our constitution a vital principla 
" added to his own." 

Such is the panegyric vith mrhich eloquence has 
adorned him. But beauteous as it is^ he is embellished 
with one more lovely; the lameniation of the rich— • 
the blessings of the poor— the sincere^ silent, heart- 
rending sorrow of the country. 



thy hohf name 



SHlly from our hillsy a beacon light shall J^ame!-^ , 

PagelOfi. 

The Duke of Leinster has left ^ sob, whom Amelias 
jydomed with all his &ther's patriotism and virtues if 
ao^ there is: yjet an hope for Ireland.. The peojde want^ 
and have long wanted, some patriotic, resident noble- 
man, through whom their grievances may be h^n$^tljf 
stated, and redress demanded* li^ indeed, die ycHing 
Dnka be like his father who is inheai^en^ — ^viewing liis 
ancestry but as so many warnings not to .9ully th^ 
name^— 'holding his wealth but for the relief of t)ie |ioor 
and his talente Sat the good of the iiati(»i,^(h6ca is 
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yet an hope for Ireland. Happj shall it be for his 
country^ — happier for himself! 

'^ Ille Deum vitam accipiet^ dirisque videbit 
^' Permixtos beroat^ et ipse videbitor illis.*' 



On the sweet tone of Flood* s harmonious tongue. -^ 

Page 107. 

Henrt Flood, an orator, a patriot, and a states- 
man, long graced by his eloquence the Irish House of 
Commons. ^' He made,'' says Mr. Hardy in his able 
Life of the virtuous Lord Charlemont, ^^ a conspicaons 
^^ figure in the annals of his country, and he is entitled 
^^ to the thanks of every public spirited man in it ; fer 
<( unquestionably he was the senator who, by his re-* 
.<< peated discussion, of questions, seldom, if ever, ap« 
^< proached before, first taught Ireland that she had a 
" Parliament." 

Mr. Flood's, life had been devoted to the welfare of 
Us country, and his dying act corresponded with the 
aentiment. He had long seen with sorrow, the neglect 
of our native language and the dispersion of our ancient 
manuscripts over the libraries of the Continent and the 
Vatican, and in his will left (according to the calcula- 
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tion of Lord Rosse) five thousand pounds per annum, 
for the revival of the one and the recovery of the other, 
to Trinity College, Dublin. This noble bequest was 
however afterwards frustrated by a decision in a court 
of law. He was a general of the volunteers : and the 
circumstance reminds me of an anecdote full of the 
simplii^ity which so often accompanies genius. 

Having come to my native town, Sligo, in his 
military capacity, tlie boys of the Rev. Mr. Arm- 
strong's school appeared before him in martial uniform 
at a review ; for at that time the spirit of arms alike 
animated the crutch and the nursery. Flood imme- 
diately addressed the schoolboy regiment in the follow- 
ing terms : ^^ It is related to the honour of a Spartan 
<^ chief, that he was fond of superintending the sports 
<< of children : your sports are superior to those of the 
^ Spartan boys. But shall I call them sports? No, 
^^^they are exertions which make youths, men, and 
^< without which men are but children ! Milton, in his 
^< treatise on Education, has set apart precepts for 
<^ military exercises, which your worthy teacher haa 
<<. brought into example, and I behold your early, but 
^ auspicious exertions, with the same pleasure the 
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^< husbandman contemplates the pleasing^ promise of h 
^ benignant harvest. Go on«— and supply the akiccessioik 
'^ Of those firuitfbl labonrers for the public good whom 
^^ time may take away.^' Such was the impression of 
this beautifhl address upon the youthful mind^ that I 
had it verbatim from my father (who happened to be 
a member of the corps), after a recollection df fhtrtjr 
jrears ! 



* Where silver Burgh- poured an the frnKotCw mr*^^ 

Of the tdebrated Rt^SEr BtiaiaH, Ibng the toma^ 
mtnt of the Irish House of Gotnmoiid, t hav6t«:1tfaM« 
^d the foUovHng ichat^tter from th6 p^n of Mr • fiRurdj^ 
1/Aio was lotkg icquaitrted with him, so th&t th6 liddity 
of the picture my be ttslied upon. 

^ Wialter Hussej, who afterwards took the tuiiab of 
^^ Burgh, aud was ailvanced to the station of Zibrd 
<^ Chief Baron of the Exchequer, came Into patttlikittit 
^ under the auspices of James Duke of LdnMller. 
^ His speedies, when he first entered the HotM of 
" Commons, were very brilliant, very figurative, and 
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^< hfc more remarkable for ,that elegant poetic taste, 
'< which had highly distinguished him when n member 
^^ of the University, than any logical illustration or 
^ depth of argument. But as he wais blessed with 
^' great endowments, every session took away some<* 
^ what from the unnecessary splendour and redundancy 
^ of his harangues. To make use of a phrase of Ci« 
^^ cero, in speaking of his own improvement in elo^ 
^ quencoy his orations were gradually deprived of all 
<< fever. Clearness of intdilect, a subtle, refined, and 
<^ polished wit, a gay, fertile, uncommonly fine ima^ 
^ gidation, very classical taste, supierior harmony and 
<^ elegance of diction, peculiarly characterised this jiist- 
^^ )y celebrated man. To those who never heard him^ 
M as the fashion of this world in eloquence, as in all 
<< tbi&ga else, soon passes away, it may be no easy 
f f iiftlitter to convey a jiist idea of his style of speaking. 
<^ It differed totally from tbe models which have been 
^^, ipprfsented to us by some of tbe great masters of xtie*' 
<^ \0rit in lalter days. His eloquence was by no means 
^^ ga^dy^ tumid, or approaching to that species of rhe^ 
^^.fbrici which the Roman critics denominated Asiatic^ 
^ bnt it tvas stl ways decorated a& the occasion required ; 

o2 



S12 NOTES ON THE POEM. 

*' it was often compressed and pointed^ though that 
^^ could not be said to have been its general feature. 
^^ It was sustained by great ingenuity, great rapidity of 
^^ intellect, luminous and piercing satire. The classical 
^' allusions of this orator, for he was truly one, were 
^^ so appropriate, they followed each other in such' 
<^ bright and varied succession, and at times spread 
^^ such an unexpected and triumphant blaze around his 
'^ subject, that all persons who were in the least tinged 
^^ with literature could never be tired of listening to 
^^ him. The Irish are a people of quick sensibility, 
<^ and perfectly alive to every display of ingenuity or 
^' illustrative wit. Never did the spirit of the nation 
<( soar higher than during the splendid days of the 
^^ volunteer institution ; and when Hussey Burgh, al- 
<^ luding to some coercive laws, and to that association 
f^ then in its proudest array, said in the House of Com- 
<^ mons, ^ that such laws were sown like dragons' teeth 
« < and sprung up armed men,' the applause which 
^' followed, and the glow of enthusiasm which he Jun- 
<^ died in every mind, &r exceed my powers of descrip- 
<^ tion. ^ He did not,' said Mr. Flood, ^ live to be 
^' < ennobled, but he was ennobled by nature.' I value 
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^' the just prerogatives of xancient nobility, but to the 
^' tears and regrets of a nation bending over the urn 
*^ of public and private excellence, as Ireland did over 
^^ his, i¥hat has heraldry to add, or at such moments 

** what can it bestow ? ■ ' 



Now heartless traders heap their sordid hoard. — Page 108. 

This is well delineated, both by the pen and the pen- 
cil, in the elegant poem entitled ^^ Petticoat Loose, a 
Fragmentary Tale of the Castle." The Irish House 
of Commons is now the mart of the money-changers ! 
a most characteristic transition. Of the Irish Union 
(that infamous consummation of our calamities, begot 
in bribery and baptised in blood, which robbed the 
Irishman of the impulse of a name, degraded his coun- 
try into a province, gave him an itinerant legislature 
and an absentee aristocracy, left him at the mercy of 
every prentice statesman, and carried away his wealth 
to bribe his foreign masters into contemptuous civility) 
I shall not speak, because I trust it is but a fleeting 
speck, and that Irishmen will never desist^ until the 
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Very memory of that p^ial statute on our national pride 
ifi obliterated And erased. 

— o— 

My earliest jfriewd.— Page 115. 

The Reverend James Armstrong, for many and 
many a year curate of St. John's, Sligo; a man of most 
extensive acquirements, great piety, and a cheerfulness 
of manner which made every circle in which he associa- 
ted happy. 

*' His saltem accamulem donis et fiingar 
( '^ Inanl munere." 



To where Kihkora^s palace shed 
Its splendours. Page 118. 

SSnkora, the palace of Brien. 

— o — 

Or Clonmacnoise upreared Us head. — Page 1 18. 

The celebrated Abbey of Clonmacnoise, long the 
retreat of piety and learning, was destroyed in 15S4^ 
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bj tbe garrison of Athlone, who barbarously pluDcter« 
ed it of every ornament and devastated the sacred 
shrine of the great St. Kieran. Tbe English seem to 
bfiV0 0njoyed a peculiar pleasure in the annihilation of 
9Ur religious edifices and every antiquity which they 
possessed. Thus we find Lord Grey, a sacrilegious in- 
^ndmry in the reign of Henry VIII., destroying the 
Teiierabl0 cathedral of Down, which the following 
verse described as possessing the remains of three 
renowned ecclesiastics : 

'* Hi tres in Duno tumulo^ tumulantuo in uno^ 
'' Brioioa^ Patricius^ atque Columba pius.** 

It was in these holy sanctuaries that what remained 
of art or antiquity, after the ravages of the Danes, 
wc^e preserved. They abounded in fine paintings and 
beauteous relics. Cambrensis makes mention of a 
cdncordance of the four Gospels, found in the church 
of Kildare, so divinely painted, that he declares, 
<< neither the pencil of an Apelles^ nor the chisel of a 
^^ Lysippus, ever forced the like ; in a word, it^eems 
'^ to have been executed by something joapre tbau a 
" mortal band." It w^? A^JfefuJly de.8troyed I ! ! Let 
no man hereafter profane the ancient name of Ireland| 
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because her monuments have perished t But though 
the transient brass and mouldering column bear not 
down to future ages the records of her old magnifi- 
cence, there is a living and far nobler herald to confirm 
its existence to the traveller ; the native grandeur of 
soul ; the cherished spirit of ancient hospitality ; the 
pure, inherent, unpurchasable nobility of heart, still 
glow throughout the island, the embers of its ruined 
greatness, the traditional relics of its hereditary pride 
and defrauded inheritance. 

— o— 

Proud Tatars temple stood. — Page 119. 

Tara, the grand seat of Ireland's triennial parlia- 
ment, was originally founded by the great , Irish 
legislator, OUam, as an old poem preserved by Keating 
tells us. 

'' The learned OUam Fodhla first ordained 

r 

The great assembly where the nobles met. 
And priests and poets and philosophers, 
'' To make new laws and to amend the old, 
'* And to advance the honour of their country." 
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At this assembly all the kings, priests, poets and 
phHosc^hers of the kingdom, attended, and our old 
histories dwell with peculiar delight on the details 
of its magnificence. 

The room where the parliament sat was three 
hundred feet in length, forty cubits in height, and had 
fourteen doors. They met three days before the 1st 
of November, and havingspent the two first in friendly 
intercourse, on the third the grand feast of Samhuin, 
or the moon, commenced. This was a custom derived 
firom Phenicia. The feast opened with sacred odes set 
to a 'grand variety of national instruments, and after 
the Druids 'had finished their rites the fire of Sam- 
huin was lighied and the deities solemnly invoked 
to consecrate the national councils. • The order of 
business was first the police, then the foreign alliance, 
next peace and war, and though last not least in 
importance, the formal registry of the records in the 
Psalter of Tara. The merchants and artizans had 
also their meeting, in order to deliver into the grand 
assembly the state of trade and manufactures. 

During the festivals, the provincial Queens gave 
grand assemblies to the Mies of the nobility ; and so 
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chivalrous were our ancient institutioBs with respect 
to the fair sex, that the slightest insult offered to ooo 
of them was death mthout appeal or power of pardon* 
The attention to heraldry was surprising for such a 
distant age. The first notice of the assembly wi^ a 
sound of trumpet^ then the esquires of the nobility 
presented themselves at the door of the grand hall, 
and gave in the shields and ensigns of their masters 
to the deputy grand marshal, which were ranged 
under the direction of the king at arms. At sound of 
the second trumpet the target-bearers of the general 
officers gave in their insignia ; and at the* third sound, 
the kings, princes, nobility, and all other constituent 
parts of this great assembly, took their seats with the 
utmostregularity under their respective boners. Such 
is the account of our oldest writers. 



The holy seers^ the minstrel band. — ^Page 120. 

With a true minstrel pride, the poet of Ireland 
dwells on the high respect paid to the bards of old* 
Tliey liad privileges denied to any other xurder in state. 
Their persons w^i« sacred^ their property secoce. 
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tkd hall of hospitality was ever open to them^ and the 
name of bard was a passport even among enemictt. 
These privileges were amply repaid by the children of 
song : they raised the spirit of the nation^ in war 
inspired the hero, in peace civilized the passions ; 
they were the soul of the festival and the herald of 
the legislator. like the fiery pillar which preceded 
Moses in the wilderness, he was guided by the ^Uight 
^^ of the song," and Ireland became, as it were, har- 
monized into order ! « 

Mr. Smith, in his Fall of Zura, gives a beautiful 
instance of the superstitious respect in which they were 
held* ^^ The bard with his harp goes trembling to 
</ the door: his steps are like the warrior of many 
^ years, when he bears mournful to the tomb the son 
<^ of his son. The threshold is slippery with Crigar« 
^^ wandering blood ; across it the aged falls : thespeav 
^^ of Duarna is lifted over him, but the dj/ing Crigal 
« tells it is the bard ! " 

The bard always attended his patron to battle and 
remained on the edge of the field, gljKintng firom his 
^ploits the subjects of his future panegyric. If, i^w^ 
ever, be perceived him likely to be overpowered, be 
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ruahed forward arrayed in his flowing robes of white^ 
and to the music of his glittering harp sung the ^ eye 
<« of the battle." 

f ' He is entranced : •— <he fillet burst that bound 
His liberal locks^— -his snowy vestments fall 
In ample folds^ and all his floating form 
Doth seem to glisten with divinity.*' Mason. 

This war song, called the " eye of the battle," was 
generally an enumeration of the patron's virtues, and 
abounds chiefly in epithets, as may be seen by the fol- 
lowing specimen, addressed, in the hour of danger, by 
the celebrated Fergus, Finn's poet, to Gaul Mac Mor- 
ni# "Gaul, vigorous and 'warlike; chief of the in- 
<^ trepid, unboundedly generous, the delight of ma- 
<( jesty, a wall of unextinguishable fire, rage unre- 
^ mitting, champion replete with battles, guide to 
^^ the rage of heroes, son of the great Morna, 
^^ generous to poets, respite to warriors, tribute on 
^^ nations, downfall of foreigners." 

Even into the midst of hostile tribes the minstrels 
used to rush to animate their patrons ; and strange as 
it may appear, yet such was the reverence in which 
they were held, even by enemies, that we have but 
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one instance in our whole history of violence being 
offered to their person; and the monarch who thus 
transgressed has descended to us with the opprobripus 
epithet of Kin-salach or the ^^ accursed,^^ The trans- 
action is related with much minuteness in the ^^Book 
*^ of Sligo." This extreme encouragement naturally 
excited emulation in the composition of our music,* 
and to it we owe our confessed superiority in this de- 
lightful science. I have often thought our ancient per- 
fection in this respect no trifling proof of our national 
antiquity. 

Of every barbarous nation of which we read, their 
few instruments were uncouth and their strains un« 
melodious ; but even so far back as the English! ih^ 
vasion, we find ours preferred to that of every^country 
in the world, even by our avowed vilifyer, Caipbrensis 
himself, who strains all the po^wers of antithesis in 
giving its eulogium ^^ tam suavi velocitate, tam dispari 
^^ paritate, tam discordi concordii, consona redditur 
^y et completur melodid." The learned Selden, in his 
notes on Drayton, confesses that the Welsh music, for 
the most part, came out of Ireland,; with Griifiydth 
ap* Conon, Prince of North Wales, about King Ste- 



Sff irOTES OK TBB FOIH. 

phto's iia»i and the iUnstrioos Bacon deehret^ in Uo 
Sylva, that ^ no harp has the sound so melting and so 
<< prolonged as the Irish harp." Such Was its faine 
indeed on the Continent, that we are told by various 
IdstorianS) when the Abbey of NiviUe, in France, Was 
ibiiaded^ the wife of Pepin sent to Ireland formusiciaiKS 
and choristers for the church music. 

The melancholy airs are uncommonly pathetic ; so 
much so, that I have heard of a celebrated Italian, 
Who after listening to some of them suddenly e^j^laiin^ 
ed, ^^that must be the music of a people who hHv^ lost 
^ their freedom ! " Chie of onr wandering harpers, in 
allusion to this pathos, placed this inscription lately OA 
hishttrfH** 

^ Cur lyra fiinestas edit percosss sonores ? 
^ SicQt amuisam fbrs djadema gemit.*' 



And violate our paradiise, — Page 127. 

<< Suroi" say9 Spenser^ <Mt is a most beautiful 
^ swttet couuilrj as an^y under heaven, beiQg storiii 
<< with fWiy ^^dly H$etSy nqplenishediirithaU feovte 
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^ tif fi^) mofit abundantly sprinkled if4tii inattj^ twert 
^ idandi mA g*oodly lakes, like little inlatid seas^ thttt 
^ WiH earty even ships upon their waters ) adortied 
<< with goodly woods, eren fit to^ btiilding of bonsw 
^ and ships, so tommodiously, that if some princee of 
^ the worid had them, they Woukl soon hope l» lie 
^< lurds of all seas, and ere long of the world." Swh 
is the description of the country : as a companion to 
it, I transcribe another, of its inhabitanls, by th^ 
teariv6d Camden, a writer so little partial to ns, thai 
he ims been thus quaintly characterised, 

** Perlustras Anglos^ oculcs, Camdene^ duebit^ ' 
^* tJnoeciilo^ Scotos, eoecos^ HybemigeiMis**' • -< 
He says, ^ In universum, gens ha&c corpore titHlAt 
^ et imprimis agilis, animo forti et elato, ingenio aei% 
^^ bellicosa, vitae prodiga, laboris, frigoris et inedfab 
^^ patiens, veneri indulgens, hospitifotts perbefli^nd, 
<^ amore constans, inimicitiis implacabilis, credulitate 
^^ levis, gloriae avida, contumeliae et injuriae impatiens 
<< et in omnes actus Tefaementisdima." ThbiSe who 
know the Irish character will easily see ' (he' £^lity of 
the ficture* Im Spenser's description 1m Ims omiHied) 
howevw, ablessflBg^dmest peenMar ta Ifelentd-''^ 
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freedom from venomous animals. The natives ascribe 
this to a miracle wrought by their tutelar saint, St. 
P^rick, as the natives of Malta ascribe the same happy 
exemption to the influence of St. Paul. Ireland has 
enjoyed the blessing certainly for a Jong series of 
years, as in the beginning of the eighth century we 
find the venerable Bede saying, ^' NuUus ibi serpens 
«< vivere valeat ;" and after him Camden, *^ Nullushic 
^^ serpens nee venenatum quicquam." There is as- 
cribed even to the native oak the surprising property of 
destroying spiders; of which the beautiful roof of 
Westminister Hall is an example. The oak of this 
roof was sent to Rufus, at his own request, by Tur- 
lough, king of Ireland, in the year 197. What a pity 
it is that we do not follow the kindly example of nature, 
and banish also from our island the religious and po* 
litical poison which infects it ! 



ei 



Erin has sent her warriors bright 

To mn the laurels of thejight. — ^Page 128. 

This is no idle boast : it is a truth written in blood 
on every shore in Europe. We need not refer to Sp^i- 
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ser for bis testimony, that ^^ there is no man who 
^^ Cometh on more boldly to the charge than an Irish- 
<^ man/' while Blenheim, Ramillies, Cremona, Det- 
tingen, Fontenoj, and innumerable similar monuments 
to our national bravery exist ; a bravery so indisputable^ 
iiiat it even extorted from King William, at the siege 
of Limerick, the unwilling declaration, that ^^ with 
^ the handful of brave Irishmen enclosed in the city, 
<< he would take it in despite of his whole English 
" army !" The Abbe Geogbagan, quoting the Camp 
de Yendome, says, ^^ Monsieur de Yendome, qui avoit 
<^ une estime particuli^re pour cette belliqueuse nation, 
^' k la t6te de laquelle il avoit livr6 tant de combats, et 
^ remport^ tant de victoires, avoua qu'il 6toit surpris 
^^ des terribles expeditions que ces bouchers de rarm6e 
<^ (c'est ainsi qu'il les appelloit) faisoient en sa pr^ 
^^ sence." All France, says he, applauded, and the 
greatest and most powerful monarch* crowned the 
eulogies ; of this brave and j;allant nation, by styling 
them ^^Xjbs braves laXiANDois !" 
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He who on Barossa^s heights — Page 1S8. 

It was Serjeant Masterson, a native of Roscommon 
in Ireland, who took the femous Imperial Eagle at the 
battle of Barossa. This ensign was encirded with a 
golden wreath, as a particular mark of the Emperor's 
favour. The Prince Regent, ever anxious to reward 
merit, has since promoted its brave captor. 



Not Dettingen^s undying name. — Page ISO. 

Lord Ligonier's regiment of cavaliy, to a man 
Irish, saved the King's person and gained the battle of 
Dettingen. 



Not FofAenot/*s eternal fame.*-^F^ge ISO. 

Such was the bravery of our Catholic countrymen at 
the battle of Fontenot, that George the Second ex- 
claimed in an agony, <^ Cursed be the laws which de- 
^^ prive me of such subjects V^ What a comment on 
that nefarious penal code, which Mr. Burke so justly 
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describes to be ^^ a machine of wise and elaborate con- 
^< trivance, and as well fitted for the oppression, im- 
^^ poverisbment, and degradation of a people, and the 
^ debasement in them of human nature itself, as ever 
<^ proceeded from the perrerted ingenuity of man !'' 



Not c^en Cremona^ s dassic flame. — ^Page 130. 

At C&EMOM A the regiments of Dillon and Bu&ke 
sared the whole French armj. Such was their ha? oc^ 
that it was said in the English House of Commons, the 
Irish had done more mischief to the Allies abroad, than 
they could have done at home by the possession of their 
forfeited estates. 



Guards of their prince and glories of their land.~P9Lge 133. 

The brave 87th, commanded by Sir John Doyle, and 
entirely composed of Irishmen, so distinguished them* 
selves in the present campaign, that the Prince Regent 
styled them ^^ His own Irish ;" an epithet full of affec- 
tion in him who gave it, and of glory to those who 
received it. Let the illustrious beneJbctor but extend 
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bis justice, and in the Hour of need (which God aviftrt l), 
he will have dn Island for his throne,* and its ttifted 
^>eople for his hoAf guard. 

It is woHhy bf remark, that there is scarcely a 
single name of any note, at present, oh the Penihdura, 
which is not Irish. Wellington, Pack^ Blake, Carrol, 
O'Donnel, Trant, Beresford, and countless others, 
form a bright and dazzling constellation in the night of 
Ireland's sorrbw ! Unhappy countrynieh ! In Attierica 
^oti le^d the bftr^ in Spaiti ybu guide theartby, in fifig*- 
lahd you adorh the senate — at hbniie yoU atie disqud^ied ! 

— o— 

» 

Whatever may be his humble lot. — ^PlE^e 187; 

" Dives, inops, Romae, seu, si fors ita jusserit, 
exul.'* 



THE END. 



CoxandBaylb, Printer^ 
Great Queen Stieeli LincoIn*s»Ioii>Fiekif t 
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